Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



/ 



SELECTIONS 



/^ 



^. 



FBOM 



THE AMERICAN POETS. 



BF 



WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT. 




NE W-YORK: 
HARPER * BROTHERS, 83 CLIFF-STREET 



1 843. 

» 



.f. 



Bttterod, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1839, by 

Harpbb &. Brothers, 
'Ml the Clerk's Office of the Southern District of New- York 



^ftjtbe 



TO THE RBADSR. 



This collectiony although embracing specimeDS 
from the writinga of a very great, number of 
American poets, may not yet contain the names 
of all who deserve admission. Of some authors, 
however, the best things, in a literary point of 
view, are of a nature which did not fall within the 
plan of the compiler. Amatory poems and drink* 
ing songs, notwithstanding the skill or the spirit 
with which they might be written, have been inva- 
riably excluded^ as not proper for a book designed 
to be placed in a school or family library, and, there- 
fore, to be read by very young persons. If it had 
been the sole object of the compiler to present 
samples of the poetical literature of his country, 
he would have adopted a less rigid rule in this re- 
spect. There are also scattered in our magazines 
and other periodicals many poems of much merit, 
some accompanied by the names of their authors, 
and others, the authorship of which might with 
due pains be ascertained, which would add to tho 
value and interest of a compilation like this. The 
necessity of preparing the work for the press within 



IT TO THE READER. 

a Stipulated time has, however, prevented the com. 
piler from making the necessary researches for 
the purpose, except in a few instances ; and, even if 
the time had been sufficient, the size of the vol- 
ume would not have permitted a much more va- 
rious selection than h^ been made. If this vol. 
ume should meet with a favourable reception from 
the public, another may be prepared from the ma- 
terials yet untouched. 

New-York, October, 1840. 
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AMERICAN POETS. 



Philip Fbeneau. 

COLUMBUS TO FERDINAND. 

Columbus was a considerable number of years engaged in so- 
liciting the court of Spain to fit him out, in order to discover 
a new continent, which he imagined to exist somewhere in 
the western parts of the ocean. During his negotiations, he 
is here supposed to address King Ferdinand in the following 
stanzas. 

Illustrious monarch of Iberia's soil, 
Too long I wait permission to depart ; 
Sick of delays, I beg thy listening ear — 
Shine forth the patron and the prince of art. 

While yet Columbus breathes the vital air, 
Grant his request to pass the western main : 
Reserve this glory for thy native soil. 
And, what must please thee more, for thy own reigiL 

Of this huge globe, how small a part we know — 
Does heaven their worlds to western suns deny I 
How disproportion'd to the mighty deep 
The lands that yet in human prospect lie ! 

Does Cynthia, when to western skies arrived. 
Spend her moist beam upon the barren main, 
AM ne'er illume with midnight splendour, she. 
The natives dancing on the lightsome green ? 

B 
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Should the vast circuit of the world contain 
Such wastes of ocean and such scanty land f 
'Tis reason's voice that bids me think not so ; 
I think more nobly of the Almighty hand. 

Does yon fair lamp trace half the circle round 
To light mere waves and monsters of the seas f 
No ; be there must, beyond the billowy waste, 
Islands, and men, and animals, and trees. 

An unremitting flame my breast inspires 
To seek new lands amid the barren waves. 
Where, faUing low, the source of day descends, 
And the blue sea his evening visage laves. 

Hear, in his tragic lay, Cordova's sage :* 
'* The time may come^ when numerous years are pfut^ 
When ocean tmU unloose the hands of things, 
And an unbounded region rise at last ; 

And Typhis may disclose the mighty land. 
Far, far away, where none have roved before; 
Nor will the world's remotest region be 
Gibraltar's rock, or Thule's savage shored 

Fired at the theme, I languish to depart ; 
Supply the bark, and bid Columbus sail ; 
He fears no storms upon the untravell'd deep ; 
Reason shall steer, and skill disarm the gale. 

Nor does he dread to miss the intended course, 
Though far from land the reeling galley stray, 
And ^es above, and gulfy seas below, 
Be the sole objects seen for many a day. 

* Seneca, the poet, a native of Goidova in. Spain : 

** Venimlt annis sectda aeria, 
Qudnu oeeamu vinc%ila rertan 
Laaetf tt ingeru pateat telhuy 
T\fphiaqtu novoa d^egat orbes ; 
JNec mU tenia ultima Thule," 

Seneca. Med., act iii., r. 375i. 
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Think not that Nature has unveiled in vain 
The mystic magnet to the mortal eye : 
So IsJbe have we the guiding needle planned 
Only to sail beneath our natire sky ? 

Ere this was known, the ruling power of all 
Formed for ottr use an ocean in the landy 
Its breadth so small we could not wander long, 
Nor long be absent from the neighbouring straiid. 

Short was the course, and guided by the stars, 
But stars no more must point our daring way ; 
The Bear shall sink, and every gusurd be drowned, 
And great Arcturus scarce escape the sea, 

When southward we shall steer. Oh grant my wish, 
Supply the bark, and bid Columbus s^ ; 
He dreads no tempests on the untravelled deep ; 
Reason shall steer, and skill disarm the gale. 



THB DYING INDIAN. — Tomo-ChequL 

w On yonder lake f spread the sail no more ! 
Vigour, and youth, and active days are past ; 
Relentless demons urge me to that shore 
On whose black forests aH the dead are cast : 
Ye solemn train, prepare the funeral song, 
For I must go to shades below, 
Where all is strange and all is new ; 
Companion to the airy throng ! 

What solitary streams, 

In dun and dreary dreams, 
All melancholy, must I rove along ! 

To what strange lands miEst Chequi take his way 
Groves of the dead departed mortals trace ; 
No deer along those gloomy forests stray, 
No huntsmen there take pleasure in the chase, 
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But all are empty, unsubstantial shades, 
That ramble through those visionary glades ; 
No spongy fruits from verdant trees depend. 

But sickly orchards there 

Do fruits as sickly bear. 
And apples a consumptive visage shew, 
And withered hangs the hurtleberry blue. 

Ah me I what mischiefs on the dead attend ! 
Wandering a stranger to the shores below. 
Where shall I brook or real fountain find? 
Lazy and sad deluding waters flow : 
Such is the picture in my boding mind ! 

Fine tales, indeed, they tell 

Of shades and purling rills. 

Where our dead fathers dwell 

Beyond the western hills ; 
But when did ghost return his state to show, 
Or who can promise half the tale is true T 

I too must be a fleeting ghost ! no more ; 
None, none but shadows to those mansions go ; 
I leave my woods, I leave the Huron shore. 
For emptier groves below ! 
Ye charming solitudes. 
Ye tall ascending woods, 
Ye glassy lakes and prattling streams. 
Whose aspect still was sweet. 
Whether the sun did greet, 
Or the pale moon embraced you with her beams- 
Adieu to all ! 
To all that charmed me where I strayed. 
The winding stream, the dark, sequestered shade ; 
Adieu all triumphs here ! 
Adieu the mountain's lofty swell. 
Adieu, thou little verdant hill. 
And seas, and stars, and skies — farewell, 
For some remoter sphere ! 
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Perplexed with doubts, and tortured with despair, 
Why so dejected at this hopeless sleep T 
Nature at last these ruins may repair, [weep ; 

When fate^s long dream is o'er, and she forgets to 
Some real world once more may be assign'd, 
Some newborn mansion for the immortal mind ! 
Farewell, sweet lake ; farewell, surrounding woods, 
To other groves, through midnight glooms, I stray. 
Beyond the mountains and beyond the floods. 

Beyond the Huron Bay ! 
Prepare the hollow tomb, and place me low, 
My trusty bow and arrows by my side, 
The cheerful bottle and the venison store ; 
For long the journey is that I must go. 
Without a partner and without a guide." 

He spoke, and bid the attending mourners weep. 
Then closed his eyes, and simk to endless sleep ! 



THl INDIAN ]>0RriNO-GROUND. 

Ir spite of all the learned have said, 
I still my old opinion keep ; 
The posture that we give the dead, 
Points out the soul's eternal sleep. 

Not so the ancients of these lands : 
The Indian, when from life released^ 
Again is seated with his friends. 
And shares again the joyous feast.* 

His imaged birds and painted bowl, 
And venison for a Journey dressed. 
Bespeak the nature of the soul. 
Activity, that knows no rest. 

• The North American Indians bury their dead in a sittinff 
posture ; decorating the corpse with wampum, the images <v 
Dirds, quadrupeds, &c. ; and, if that of a warrior, with bows, ar- 
rows, tomahawks, and other military weapons. 

B3 
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His bow for action ready bent, 
And arrows with a head of stone, 
Can only mean that life is spent^ 
And not the old ideas gone. 

Thou, stranger, that shalt come this way. 
No fraud upon the dead commit ; 
Observe the swelling turf, and say, 
They do not lie, but here they sit 

Here still a lofty rock remains. 
On which the curious eye may trace 
(Now wasted half by wearing rains) 
The fancies of a ruder race. 

Here still an aged elm aspires, 
Beneath whose far-projecting shade 
(And which the shepherd still admires) 
The children of the forest played ! 

There oft a restless Indian aueen 
(Pale Shebah, with her braided hair), 
And many a barbarous form is seen. 
To chide the man that lingers there. 

By midnight moons, o'er moistening dews, 
In habit for the chase arrayed, 
The hunter still the deer pursues, 
The hunter and the deer, a shade ! 

And long shall timorous fancy see 
The painted chief and pointed spear. 
And Reason's self shall bow the knee 
To shadows and delusions here. 
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STANZAS OCOASIOKBD BY LORD BBLLAMONT's, LADY HAY's, AND 
OTHBB SKSLBTONS BBINO DUO UP IN FORT GEOROB (N. Y.)» 

1790. 

To sleep in peace when life is fled, 
Where shall our mouldering bones be laid ; 
What care can shun (I ask with tears) 
The shovels of succeeding years ! 

Some have maintained, when life is gone, 
This frame no longer is our own : 
Hence doctors to our tombs repair, 
And seize death's slumbering victims there. 

Alas ! what griefs must man endure ! 
Not even in forts he rests secure : 
Time dims the splendours of a crown. 
And brings the loftiest rampart down. 

The breath, once gone, no art recalls ! 
Away we haste to vaidted waUs : 
Some future whim inverts the plain, 
And stars behold our bones again. 

Those teeth, dear girls — so much your car^— 
(With which no ivory can compare). 
Like these (that once were Lady Hay's), 
May serve the belles of future days. 

Then take advice from yonder scull ; 
And, when the flames of Ufe grow dull. 
Leave not a tooth in either jaw, 
Since dentists steal — and fear no law. 

He that would court a sound repose, 
To barren hills and deserts goes : 
Where busy hands admit no sun, 
Where he may doze till all is done. 
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Yet there, even there, though slily laid, 
'Tis folly to defy the spade : 
Posterity invades the hill. 
And plants our relics vrhere she wiH. 

But oh ! forbear the rising sigh ! 
All care is past with them that die : 
Jove gave, when they to fate resigned. 
An opiate of the strongest kind : 

Death is a sleep that has no dreams, 
In which all time a moment seems ; 
And skeletons perceive no pain 
Till Nature bids them wake again. 



Joel Barlow. 

TQB HASTY PUDDINO. 
CAITTO I. 

Yk Alps audacious, through the heavens that risi 
To cramp the day and hide me from the skies ; 
Ye Gallic flags, that o'er their heights unfurl'd, 
Bear death to kings and freedom to the world, 
I sing not you. A softer theme I choose, 
A virgin theme, unconscious of the muse, 
But fruitful, rich, well suited to inspire 
The purest phrensy of poetic fire. 

Despise it not, ye bards to terror steel'd, 
Who hurl your thunders round the epic field ; 
Nor ye who strain your midnight throats to sing 
Joys that the vineyard and the stillhouse bring ; 
Or on some distant fair your notes employ. 
And speak of raptures that you ne'er enjoy. 
I sing the sweets I know, the charms I feel, 
My morning incense, and my evening mesd. 
The sweets of Hasty Pudding. Come, dear bowl 
Glide o'er my palate, and inspire my soul. 
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Tlie milk beside thee, smoking from the kine, 
Its substance mingled, married in with thine, 
Shall cool and temper thy superior heat, 
And save the pains of blowing while I eat. 

Oh ! could the smooth, the emblematic song 
Flow like thy genial juices o'er my tongue, 
Could those m^d morsels in my numbers chime. 
And, as they roll in substance, roll in rh3rme, 
No more thy awkward, unpoetic name 
Should shun the muse or prejudice thy fame ; 
But, rising grateful to the accustom'd ear. 
All bards should catch it, and all realms revere ! 

Assist me first with pious toil to trace 
Through wrecks of time thy lineage and thy race ; 
Declare what lovely squaw, in days of yore 
(Ere great Columbus sought thy native shore), 
First gave thee to the world ; her works of fame 
Have lived indeed, biit lived without a name 
Some tawny Ceres, goddess of her days, [maize, 
First leam'd with stones to crack the well-dried 
Through the rough sieve to shake the golden shower, 
In boiling water stir the yellow flour : 
The yellow flour, bestrew'd and stirr'd with haste, 
Swells in the flood and thickens to a paste. 
Then puffs and wallops, rises to the brim, 
Drinks the dry knobs that on the surface swim ; 
The knobs at last the busy ladle breaks. 
And the whole mass its true consistence takes. 

Could but her sacred name, unknown so long, 
Rise, like her labours, to the son of song. 
To her, to them, I'd consecrate my lays. 
And blow her pudding with the breath of praise. 
Not through the rich Peruvian realms alone 
The fame of Sol's sweet daughter should be known, 
But o'er the world's wide clime should live secure, 
Far as his rays extend, as long as they endure. 

Dear Hasty Pudding, what unpromised joy 
Expands my heart, to meet thee in Savoy ! 
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Doom'd o'er the world through devious paths to roam, 
Each clime my country, and each house my home. 
My soul is soothed, my cares have found an end, 
I greet my long-lost, unforgotten friend. 

For thee through Paris, that corrupted town, 
How long in vain I wandered up and down. 
Where shameless Bacchus, with his drencWnff hoard, 
Cold from his cave usurps the morning boara. 
London is lost in smoke and steep'd in tea ; 
No Yankee there can lisp the name of thee ; 
The uncouth word, a libel on the town. 
Would call a proclamation from the crown. 
For chmes oblique, that fear the sun's full rays, 
Chill'd in their fogs, exclude the generous maize : 
-:Argrain"wliose rich, luxuriant growth requires 
Short gentle showers, and bright ethereal fires. 

But here, though distant from our native shore, 
With mutual glee, we meet and laugh once more. 
The same ! I know thee by that yellow face, 
That strong complexion of true Indian race. 
Which time can never change, nor soil impair. 
Nor Alpine snows, nor Turkey's morbid air ; 
For endless years, through every mild domain, 
Where grows the maize, there thou art sure to reigll. 

But man, more fickle, the bold license claims. 
In different realms to give thee different names. 
Thee the soft nations round the warm Levant 
Polanta call ; the French, of course, Polante. 
E'en in thy native regions, how I blush 
To hear the Pennsylvanians call thee Mush ! 
On Hudson's banks, while men of Belgic spawn 
Insult and eat thee by the name of 8uppawn» 
All spurious appellations, void of truth ; 
"Tv^ better known thee from my earliest youth, 
Thy naime is Hasty Pudding ! thus our sires 
Were wonT oto greet thee raming from their fires ; 
And while they ^nrgnied in thy just defence 
With logic clear, they thus explained the sense : 
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** In haste the boiling caldron, o^er the blaze, 
Receives and cooks the ready powder'd-maize ; 
In haste 'tis served, and then in equal haste^ 
With cooling milk, we make the sweet repast. 
No carving to be done, no knive to grate 
The tender ear and wound the stony plate ; 
But the smooth spoon, just fitted to the hp. 
And taught with art the yielding mass to dip. 
By frequent journeys to the bowl well stored. 
Performs the hasty honours of the board." 
Such is thy name, significant and clear, 
A name, a soimd to every Yankee dear, 
But most to me, whose heart and palate chaste 
Preserve my pure hereditary taste. 

There are who strive to stamp with disrepute 
The luscious food, because it feeds the brute ; 
In tropes of high-strain'd wit, while gaudy prigs 
Qom^Q thy nursUng man to pampered pigs ; 
With sovereign scorn I treat the vulgar jest, 
Nor fear to share thy bounties with the beast. 
What though the generous cow gives me to quaff 
The milk nutritious ; am I then a calf? 
Or can the genius of the noisy swine, 
Though nursed on pudding, thence lay claim to minet 
Sure the sweet song I fashion to thy praise. 
Runs more melodious than the notes they raise. 

My song resounding in its grateful glee, 
No merit claims : I praise myself in thee. 
My father loved thee through his length of days ! 
For thee his fields were shaded o'er with maize ; 
From thee what health, what vigour he possessed, 
Ten sturdy freemen from his loins attest ; 
Thy constellation ruled my natal mom. 
And all my bones were made of Indian com. 
Delicious grain ! whatever form it take, 
To roast or boil, to smother or to bake, 
In every dish 'tis welcome still to me, 
But most, my Hasty Puddings most in thee. 
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Let the green succotash with thee contendi 
Let beans and com their sweetest juices blenidi 
Let butter drench them in its yellow tide, 
And a long slice of bacon grace their side ; 
Not all the plate, how famed soe'er it be, 
Can please my palate like a bowl of thee. 
Some talk of Hoe-Cake^ fair Virginia's pride, 
Rich Johnny-Cahe this mouth hath often tried; 
Both please me well, their virtues much the same. 
Alike their fabric, as allied their fame, 
Except in dear New-England, where the last 
Receives a dash of pumpkin in the paste. 
To give it sweetness and improve the taste. 
But place them all before me, smoking hot. 
The big, round dumpling, rolling from the pot ; 
The pudding of the bag, whose quivering breast, 
With suet lined, leads on the Yankee feast ; 
The Charlotte brown, within whose crusty sides 
A belly soft the pulpy apple hides ; 
The yellow bread, whose face like amber glows, 
And all of Indian that the bakepan knows. 
You tempt me not ; my fav'rite greets my eyes, 
To that loved bowl my spoon by instinct flies. 

CANTO II. 

To mix the food by vicious rules of art. 
To kill the stomach and to sink the heart, 
To make mankind to social virtue sour. 
Cram o'er each dish, and be what they devour , 
For this the kitchen muse first framed her book, 
Commanding sweat to stream from every cook ; 
Children no more their antic gambols tried. 
And friends to physic wonder'd why they died. 

Not so the Yankee : his abundant feast. 
With simples furnish'd and with plainness dress'd, 
A numerous offspring gathers round the board. 
And cheers alike the servant and the lord ; 
Whose well-bought hunger prompts the joyous taste. 
And health attends them from the short repast. 
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While the full pail rewards the milkmaid's toil, 
The mother sees the morning caldron boil ; 
To stir the pudding next demands their care ; 
To spread the table and the bowls prepare : 
To feed the children as their portions cool, 
And comb their heads, and send them off to school. 

Yet may the simplest dish some rules impart, 
For nature scorns not all the aids of art. 
E'en Hasty Puddings purest of all food, 
May stiU be bad, indifferent, or good. 
As sage experience the short process guides. 
Or want of skill, or want of care presides. 
Whoe'er would form it on the surest plan. 
To rear the child and long sustain the man ; 
To shield the morals while it mends the size. 
And all the powers of every food supplies, 
Attend the lesson that the muse shall bring ; 
Suspend your spoons, and listen while I sing. 

But since, oh man ! thy life and health demand 
Not food sJone, but labour from thy hand. 
First in the field, beneath the sun's strong rays, 
Ask of thy mother earth the needful maize ; 
She loves the race that courts her yielding soil, 
And gives her bounties to the sons of toil. 

When now the ox, obedient to thy caU, 
Repays the loan that fiU'd the winter staU, 
Pursue his traces o'er the furrow'd plain. 
And plant in measured hills the golden grain. 
But when the tender germe begins to shoot. 
And the green spire declares the sprouting root. 
Then guard your nursling from each greedy foe. 
The insidious worm, the all-devouring crow. 
A little ashes sprinkled round the spire. 
Soon steep'd in rain, will bid the worm retire ; 
The feather'd robber with his hungry maw 
Swift flies the field before your man of straw, 
A frightful image, such as schoolboys bring. 
When met to bum the pope or hang the king. 

C 
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Thrice in the season, through each verdant row, 
Wield the strong ploughshare and the faithM hoe ; 
The faithful hoe, a double task that takes, 
To till the summer com and roast the winter cakes. 

Slow springs the blade, while check'd by chilling 
Ere yet the sun the seat of Cancer gains ; [rains, 
But when his fiercest fires emblaze the land, 
Then start the juices, then the roots expand ; 
Then, like a column of Corinthian mould. 
The stalk struts upward and the leaves unfold ; 
The busy branches all the ridges fill. 
Entwine their arms and kiss from hill to hill. 
Here cease to vex them, all your cares are done : 
Leave the last labours to the parent sun ; 
Beneath his genial smiles, the well-dress'd field. 
When autumn calls, a plenteous crop shall yield. 

Now the strong foliage bears the standards high. 
And shoots the tall top-gallants to the sky ; 
The suckling ears the silken fringes bend, 
And pregnant grown, their swelling coats distend ; 
The loaded stalk, while still the burden grows, 
O'erhangs the space that runs between the rows ; 
High as a hopfield waves the silent grove, 
A safe retreat for little thefts of love. 
When the pledged roasting-ears invite the maid 
To meet her swain beneath the new-form'd shade; 
His generous hand unloads the cumbrous hill, 
And the green spoils her ready basket fill ; 
Small compensation for the twofold bliss, 
The promised wading, and the present kiss. 

SUght depredations these ; but noAV the moon 
Calls from his hollow trees the sly raccoon ; 
And while by night he bears his prize away, 
The bolder squirrel labours through the day. 
Both thieves alike, but provident of time, 
A virtue rare, that almost hides their crime. 
Then let them steal the little stores they can, 
And fill their granaries from the toils of man ; 
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We^ve one advantage where they take no part — 
With aU their wiles, they ne'er have found the art 
To boil the Hasty Puddiiig; here we shine 
Superior far to tenants of the pine ; 
Ttus enyied boon to man shall still belong, 
Unshared by them in substance or in song. 

At last the closing season browns the plain, 
And ripe October gathers in the grain ; 
Deep-loaded carts the spacious comhouse fill, 
The sack distended marches to the mill ; 
The laboring mill beneath the burden groans, 
And showers the future pudding from the stones ; 
Till the glad housewife greets the powder'd gold. 
And the new crop exterminates the old. 

CANTO III. 

The days grow short ; but though the falling sun 
To the glad swain proclaims his day's work done. 
Night's pleasing shades his various tasks prolong. 
And yield new subject to my various song. 
For now, the comhouse fill'd, the harvest home. 
The invited neighbours to the husking come ; 
A frolic scene, where work, and mirSi, and play. 
Unite their charms to chase the hours away. 

Where the huge heap lies centred in the hall. 
The lamp suspended from the cheerful wall, 
Brown, corn-fed n)rmph8, and strong, hard-handed 
Alternate ranged, extend in circling rows, [beaus. 
Assume their seats, the solid mass attack ; 
The dry husks rustle, and the corncobs crack ; 
The song, the laugh, alternate notes resound. 
And the sweet cider trips in silence round. 

The laws of husking every wight can tell. 
And sure no laws he ever keeps so well : 
For each red ear a general kiss he gains, 
With each smut ear he smuts the luckless swains ; 
But when to some sweet maid a prize is cast, 
Red as her lips and taper as her waist, 
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Thrice in the season, through each verdant row, 
Wield the strong ploughshare and the faithful hoe ; 
The faithful hoe, a double task that takes, 
To till the summer com and roast the winter cakes. 

Slow springs the blade, while checked by chilling 
Ere yet the sun the seat of Cancer gains ; [rainSf 
But when his fiercest fires emblaze the land, 
Then start the juices, then the roots expand ; 
Then, like a column of Corinthian mould, 
The stsdk struts upward and the leaves unfold ; 
The busy branches all the ridges fill. 
Entwine their arms and kiss from hill to hill. 
Here cease to vex them, all your cares are done : 
Leave the last labours to the parent sun ; 
Beneath his genial smiles, the well-dress'd field, 
When autumn calls, a plenteous crop shall yield. 

Now the strong foliage bears the standards high. 
And shoots the tall top-gallants to the sky ; 
The suckling ears the silken fringes bend. 
And pregnant grown, their swelling coats distend ; 
The loaded stalk, while still the burden grows, 
O'erhangs the space that runs between the rows ; 
High as a hopfield waves tlie silent grove, 
A safe retreat for little thefts of love, 
When the pledged roasting-ears invite the maid 
To meet her swain beneath the new-form'd shade; 
His generous hand unloads the cumbrous hill, 
And the green spoils her ready basket fill ; 
Small compensation for the twofold bliss. 
The promised wedding, and the present kiss. 

Slight depredations these ; but now the moon 
Calls from his hollow trees the sly raccoon ; 
And while by night he bears his prize away. 
The bolder squirrel labours through the day. 
Both thieves alike, but provident of time, 
A virtue rare, that almost hides their crime. 
Then let them steal the little stores they can, 
And fill their granMes from the toils of man ; 
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We've one advantage where they take no part — 
With all their wiles, they ne'er have found the art 
To boil the Hasty Pudding; here we shine 
Superior far to tenants of the pine ; 
This envied boon to man shall still belong. 
Unshared by them in substance or in song. 

At last the closing season browns the plain, 
And ripe October gathers in the grain ; 
Deep-loaded carts the spacious comhouse fill, 
The sack distended marches to the mill ; 
The lab'ring mill beneath the burden groans, 
And showers the future pudding from the stones ; 
Till the glad housewife greets the powder'd gold. 
And the new crop exterminates the old. 

CANTO III. 

The days grow short ; but though the falling sun 
To the glaS swaiu proclaims his day's work done. 
Night's pleasing shades his various tasks prolong, 
And yield new subject to my various song. 
For now, the comhouse fill'd, the harvest home. 
The invited neighbours to the husking come ; 
A frolic scene, where work, and mirSi, and play. 
Unite their charms to chase the hours away. 

Where the huge heap lies centred in the hall. 
The lamp suspended from the cheerful wall, 
Brown, corn-fed n)rmphs, and strong, hard-handed 
Alternate ranged, extend in circling rows, [beaus, 
Assume their seats, the solid mass attack ; 
The dry husks rustle, and the corncobs crack ; 
The song, the laugh, alternate notes resound. 
And the sweet cider trips in silence round. 

The laws of husking every wight can tell. 
And sure no laws he ever keeps so well : 
For each red ear a general kiss he gains. 
With each smut ear he smuts the luckless swains ; 
But when to some sweet maid a prize is cast, 
Red as her lips and taper as her waist, 
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She walks the round and culls one favoured bean. 
Who leaps the luscious tribute to bestow. 
Various the sport, as are the wits and brains 
Of well-pleased lasses and contending swains ; 
Till the vast mound of com is swept away, 
And he that gets the last ear wins the day. 

Meanwhile the housewife urges all her care. 
The well-eam'd feast to hasten and prepare. 
The sifted meal already waits her hand, 
The milk is strain'd, the bowls in order stand, 
The fire flames high ; and as a pool (that takes 
The headlong stream that o'er the milldam breaks) 
Foams, roars, and rages with incessant toils, 
So the vex'd caldron rages, roars, and boils. 

First with clean salt she seasons well the food. 
Then strews the flour, and thickens all the flood. 
Long o'er the simmering fire she lets it stand ; 
To stir it well demands a stronger hand ; 
The husband takes his turn : and round and round 
The ladle flies ; at last the toil is crown'd ; 
When to the board the thronging buskers pour. 
And take their seats as at the com before. 

I leave them to their feast. There still belong 
More copious matters to my faithful song. 
For rules there are, though ne'er unfolded yet, 
Nice rules and wise, how pudding should be ate. 

Some with molasses Une the luscious treat. 
And mix, like bards, the useful with the sweet. 
A wholesome dish and well deserving praise, 
A great resource in those bleak wintry days. 
When the chill'd earth lies buried deep in snow, 
And raging Boreas dries the shivering cow. 
Bless'd cow! thy praise shall still my notes em- 
ploy. 
Great source of health, the only source of joy ; 
Mother of Egypt's god— but sure, for me. 
Were I to leave my God, I'd worship thee. 
How oft thy teats these precious hands have press'd! 
How oft thy bounties prove my only feast ! 
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How oft IVe fed thee with my favourite grain! 
And roar'd, like thee, to find thy children slain ! 

Yes, swains who know her various worth to prize, 
Ah ! house her well from winter's angry skies. 
Potatoes, pumpkins, should her sadness cheer, 
Com from your crib, and mashes from your beer ; 
When spring returns, she'll well acquit the loan, 
And nurse at once your infants and her own. 

Milk then with pudding I would always choose ; 
To this in future I confine my muse, 
Till she in haste some further hints unfold. 
Well for the young, nor useless to the old. 
First in your bowl the milk abundant take. 
Then drop with care along the silver lake 
Your flakes of pudding ; these at first will hide 
Their little bulk beneath the swelling tide ; 
But when their growing mass no more can sink, 
When the soft island looms above the brii^, 
Then check your hand ; you've got the portion due. 
So taught our sires, and what tli^y taught is true. 

There is a choice in spoons. Though small op- 
pear 
The mce distinction, yet to me 'tis clear. 
The deep-bowl'd Gallic spoon, contrived to scoop 
In arn^le draughts the thm diluted soup. 
Performs not well in those substantial things, 
Whose mass adhesive to the metal clings ; 
Where the strong labial muscles must embrace 
The gentle curve, and sweep the hollow space. 
With ease to enter and discharge the freight, 
A bowl less concave but still more dilate. 
Becomes the pudding best. The shape, the size, 
A secret rests, unknown to vulgar eyes. 
Experienced feeders can alone impart 
A rule so much above the lore of art. 
These tuneful Ups, that thousand spoons have tried, 
With just precision could the point decide. 
Though not in song ; the muse but poorly shines 
In cones, and cubes, and geometric lines ; 
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Yet the true form, as near as she can tell, 
Is that small section of a goose egg shell, 
Which in two equal portions shall divide 
The distance from the centre to the side. 
Fear not to slaver ; 'tis no deadly sin : 
Like the free Frenchman, from your joyous chin 
Suspend the ready napkin ; or, Uke me. 
Poise with one hand your bowl upon your knee ; 
Just in the zenith your wise head project, 
Your full spoon, rising in a line direct, 
Bold as a bucket, heeds no drops that fall, 
The wide-mouth'd bowl will surely catch them all 



Robert C. Sands. 

SLEEP OF PAPANTZ1N. 

TwAS then, one eve, when o'er the imperial lake 
And all its cities, glittering in their pomp. 
The lord of glory threw his parting smiles, 
In Tlatclolco's palace, in her bower, 
Papantzin lay reclined ; sister of him 
At whose name monarchs trembled. Yielding then 
To musings various, o'er her senses crept 
Or sleep or kindred death. 

It seemed she stood 
In an illimitable plain, that stretched 
Its desert continuity around. 
Upon the o'erwearied sight ; in contrast strange 
With that rich vale, where only she had dwelt. 
Whose everlasting mountains, girdling it. 
As in a chalice held a kingdom's wealth ; 
Their summits freezing, where the caigle tired. 
But found no resting-place. Papantzin looked 
On endless barrenness, and walked perplexed 
Through the dull haze, along the boundless heath. 
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Like some lone ghost in Mictlan^s cheerless gloom 
Debarred from light and glory. 

Wandering thus, 
She came where a great sullen river poured 
Its turbid waters with a rushing sound 
Of painful moans ; as if the inky waves 
Were hastening still on their complaining course 
To escape the horrid solitudes. Beyond 
What seemed a highway ran, with branching paths 
Innumerous. This to gain, she sought to plunge 
Straight in the troubled stream. For well she knew 
To shim with agile limbs the current's force, 
Nor feared the noise of waters. She had played 
From infancy in her fair native lake, 
Amid the gay plumed creatures floating round, 
Wheeling or diving, with their changeful hues, 
As fearless and as innocent as they. 

A vision stayed her purpose. By her side 
Stood a bright youth ; and startling, as she gazed 
On his effulgence, every sense was bound 
In pleasing awe and in fond reverence. 
For not Tezcatlipoca, as he shone 
Upon her priest-led fancy, when from heaven 
By fllmy thread sustained he came to earth, 
In his resplendent mail reflecting all 
Its images, with dazzling portraiture. 
Was, in his radiance and immortal youth, 
A peer to this new god. His stature was 
Like that of men ; but matched with his, the port 
Of kings all dreaded was the crouching mien 
Of suppliants at their feet. Serene the light 
That floated round him, as the lineaments 
It cased with its mild glory. Gravely sweet 
The impression of his features, which to scan 
Their lofty loveliness forbade : his eyes 
She felt, but saw not : only, on his brow — 
F^m over which, encircled by what seemed 
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The plumy coronal that would have spniDg 

Light from her fillet in the purer air, 

Waving in mockery of the rainbow tints, 

Now drooping low, and steeped in clogging dewB, 

Oppressive hung. Groping in dubious search. 

She found the household goods, the spindle, broom, 

Gicalli quaintly sculptured, and the jar 

That held the useless beverage for the dead. 

By these, and by the jewel to her lip 

Attached, the emerald symbol of the soul, 

In its green life immortal, soon she knew 

Her dwelling was a sepulchre. 

She loosed 

The mask, and from her feathery bier uprose. 
Casting away the robe, which like long alb 
Wrapped her ; and with it many an aloe leaf, 
Inscribed with Azteck characters and signs, 
To guide the spirit where the serpent hissed. 
Hills towered, and deserts spread, and keen winds 

blew. 
And many a <' flower of death;" though their finil 

leaves 
Were yet unwithered. For the living warmth 
Which in her dwelt, their freshness had preserved; 
Else, if corruption had begun its work. 
The emblems of quick change would have survived 
Her beauty^s semblance. What is beauty worth. 
If the cropped flower retains its tender bloom 
When foul decay has stolen the latest lines 
Of loveliness in death ? Yet even now 
Papantzin knew that her exuberant locks — 
Which, unconfined, had round her flowed to earth. 
Like a stream rushing down some rocky steep. 
Threaded ten thousand channels — ^had been shorn 
Of half their waving length, and hked it not. 

But through a crevice soon slie marked a gleam 
Of rays uncertain ; and, with staggering steps, 
But strong in reckless dreaminess, whue stul 
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Presided o'er the chaos of her thoughts 

The revelation that upon her soul 

Dwelt with its power, she gained the cavem^s throat, 

And pushed the quarried stone aside, and stood 

In the free air, and in her own domain. 

But now obscurely o'er her vision swam 
The beauteous landscape, with its thousand tints 
And changeful views ; long alleys of bright trees 
Bending beneath their fruits ; espahers gay 
With tropic flowers and shrubs that filled the breeze 
With odorous incense, basins vast, where birds 
With shining plumage sported, smooth canals 
Leading the glassy wave, or towering grove 
Of forest veterans. On a rising bank, 
Her seat accustomed, near a well hewn out 
From ancient rocks into which waters gushed 
From living springs, where she was wont to bathe» 
She threw herself to muse. Dim on her sight 
The imperial city and its causeways rose, 
With the broad lake and all its floating isles 
And glancing shallops, and the gilded pomp 
Of prmcely barges, canopied with plumes 
Spread fanlike, or with tufted pageantry 
Waving magnificent. Unmarked around 
The frequent huitzilin, with murmuiing hum 
Of ever-resUess wing, and shrill sweet note, 
Shot twinkling, with the ruby star that glowed 
Over his tiny bosom, and all hues 
That loveliest seem in heaven, with ceaseless change, 
Flashing from his fine fihns. And all in vain 
Untiring, from the rustling branches near, 
Poured the Centzontli all his hundred strains 
Of imitative melody. Not now 
She heeded them. Yet pleasant was the shade 
Of palms and cedars ; and through twining boughs 
And fluttering leaves, the subtle god of air, [crept, 
The serpent armed with plumes, most welcome 
And fanned her cheek with kindest ministry. 
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A. dull and dismal sound came booming on ; 
A. solenm, wild, and melancholy noise, 
Shaldng the tranquil air ; and afterward 
A. clash and jangling, barbarously prolonged* 
Torturing the unwiUing ear, rang dissonant. 
Again the unnatural thunder rolled along, 
Again the crash and clamour followed it. 
Shuddering she heard, who knew that every peal 
From the dread gong, announced a victim^s heart 
Tom from his breast, and each triumphant clang, 
A mangled corse down the great temple's stairs 
Hurled headlong ; and she knew, as lately taught. 
How vengeance was ordained for cruelty ; 
How pride would end ; and uncouth soldiers tread 
Through bloody furrows o'er her pleasant groves 
And gardens ; and would make themselves a road 
Over the dead, choking the silver lake, 
And cast the battered idols down the steps 
That climbed their execrable towers, and raze 
Sheer from the ground Ahuitzol's mighty pile. 



000D-NI6HT. 

GooD-night to aU the world ! there's none. 
Beneath the " over-going" sun, 
To whom I feel, or hate, or spite, 
And 60 to all a fair good-night. 

Would I could say good-night to pain. 
Good-night to conscience and her train. 
To cheerless poverty, and shame 
That I am yet unknown to fame ! 

Would I could say good-night to dreams 
That haunt me with delusive gleams. 
That through the sable future's veil 
Like meteors glimmer, but to foil. 
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Would I could say a long good-night 
To halting between wrong and right, 
And, like a giant with new force, 
Awake prepared to run my course ! 

But time o'er good and ill sweeps on, 
And when few years have come and gone, 
The past will be to me as naught, 
Whether remembered or forgot. 

Yet let me hope one faithful friend 
O'er my last couch in tears shall bend ; 
And, though no day for me was bright, 
ShaU bid me then a long good-night. 



THE DEAD OF 1832. 

Oh Time and Death ! with certain pace, 
Though still unequal, hurrying on, 

O'ertuming in your awful race. 
The cot, the palace, and the throne ! 

Not always in the storm of war. 
Nor by the pestilence that sweeps 

From the plague-smitten realms arar, 
Beyond the old and solemn deeps : 

In crowds the good and mighty go. 
And to those vast dim chambers hie : 

Where, mingled with the high and low. 
Dead Caesars and dead Shakspeares lie ! 

Dread ministers of God ! sometimes 
Ye smite at once to do his will. 

In all earth's ocean-severed cUmes, 
Those — ^whose renown ye cannot kiU f 
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Beneath the azure vault and early sun ; 

But while my pleased eyes ranged the circuit greeiii 

New light shone round ; a murmur came confiisedy 

Like many voices and the rush of wings. 

Upward I gazed, and mid the glittering skies. 

Begirt by flying myriads, saw a throne, 

Whose thousand splendours blazed upon the earth. 

Refulgent as another sun. Through clouds 

They came, and vapours coloured by Aurora, 

MingUng in swell sublime, voicei^ and harps, 

And sounding wings and hallelujahs sweet. 

Sudden a Seraph, that before them flew, 

Pausing upon his wide-unfolded plumes, 

Put to his mouth the hkeness of a trump, 

And towards the four winds four times fierce!} 

breathed. 
Doubling along the arch, the mighty peal 
To Heaven resounded. Hell returned a groan. 
And shuddering Earth a moment reeled, confounded 
From her fixed pathway, as the staggering ship, 
Stunned by some mountain billow, reels. The kles 
With heaving ocean, rocked : the mountains shook 
Their ancient coronets : the avalanche 
Thundered : silence succeeded through the nations. 
Earth never hstened to a sound like this. 
It struck the general pulse of nature still. 
And broke for ever the dull sleep of death. 

Now o'er the mount the radiant legions hung, 
Like plumy travellers from climes remote 
On some sequestered isle about to stoop. 
Gently its flowery head received the throne ; 
Cherubs and Seraphs, by ten thousands, round 
Skirted it far and wide, like a bright sea; 
Fair forms and faces, crowns, and coronets, 
And ghstering wings furled white and numberless. 
About their Lord were those Seven glorious Si^dts 
Who in the Almighty's presence stand. Four leaned 
On golden wands, with folded wings, and eyes 
Fixed on the throne : one bore the dreadfol Books, 
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The arbiters of life : another waved 
The blazing ensign terrible, of yore, 
To rebel angels in the wars of Heaven : 
What seemed a trump the other Spirit grasped, 
Of wondrous size, wreathed multiform and strange. 
Illustrious stood the Seven, above the rest 
Towering, and like a constellation glowing, 
What time the sphere-instructed huntsman, taught 
By Atlas, his star-studded belt displays 
Aloft, bright-glittering, in the winter sky. 



ADAM, CA8AK, AND ABRAHAM AT TBI RIflDBftlCTIOM. 

Nearest the mount, of that mixed phalanx first. 

Our general Parent stood ; not as he looked 

Wandering at eve amid the shady bowers 

And odorous groves of that delicious garden, 

Or flowery banks of some soft rolling stream, 

Pausing to list its lulling murmur, hand 

In hand with pneerless Eve, the rose too sweet, 

Fatal to Paradise. Fled from his cheek 

The bloom of Eden ; his hyacinthine locks 

Were turned to gray ; with years and sorrows bowed 

He seemed, but through his ruined form still shone 

■nie majesty of his Creator : round 

Upon his sons a grieved and pitying look 

He cast, and in his vesture hid his face. 

Close at his side appeared a martial fcnrm 
Of port majestic, claa in massive arms, 
Cowering above whose helm, with outspread wings, 
The Romuan eagle flew ; around its brim 
Was charactered the name at which Earth's Queen 
Bowed from her sevenfold throne and owned her lord. 
In his dilated eye amazement stood ; 
Terror, surprise, and blank astonishment 
Blanched his &rm cheek, as when of old, close 

hemmed 
Within the Capitol, amid the crowd 
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Of traitors, fearless else, he caught the gleam 
Of Brutus' steel. Daunted, yet on the pomp 
Of towering seraphim, their wings, their crowns. 
Their dazzling faces, and upon the Lord, 
He fixed a steadfast look of anxious note. 
Like that Pharsalia's hurtling squadrons drew 
"When all his fortunes hung upon the hour. 

Near him, for wisdom famous through the East 
Abraham rested on his staff; in guise 
A Chaldee shepherd, simple in his raiment 
As when at Mamre in his tent "he sat, 
The host of angels. Snow-white were his locks 
And silvery beard that to his girdle rolled. 
Fondly his meek eye dwelt upon his Lord, 
Like one that, after long and troubled dreams, 
A night of sorrows, dreary, wild, and sad, 
Beholds, at last, the dawn of promised joys. 



LAST SSTTINO OT THS SITII. 

By this the sun his westering car drove low ; 
Round his broad wheels full many a lucid cloud 
Floated, like happy isles in seas of gold : 
Along the horizon castled shapes were piled. 
Turrets and towers, whose fronts embattled gleamed 
With yellow light : smit by the slanting ray, 
A ruddy beam the canopy reflected ; 
With deeper light the ruby blushed ; and thick 
Upon the Seraphs' wings the glowing spots 
Seemed drops of fire. UncoiUng from its staff, 
With fainter wave, the gorgeous ensign hung, 
Or, swelling with the swelhng breeze, by fits 
Cast off, upon the dewy air, huge flakes 
Of golden lustre. Over all the hill, 
The heavenly legions, the assembled world, 
Evening her crimson tint for ever drew. 

But while at gaze, in solemn silence, men 
And angels stocKl, and many a quaking heart 
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With expectation throbbed ; about the throne 
And glittering hill-top slowly wreathed the doudSf 
Erewhile like curtains for adornment hung, 
Involving Shiloh and the Seraphim 
Beneath a snowy tent. The bands around 
Eying the gonfalon that through the smoke 
TowerM into air, resembled hosts who watch 
The king^s paviUon where, ere battle hour, 
A council sits. What their consult might be, 
Those seven dread Spirits and their Lord, I mused, 
I marvelled. Was it grace and peace ? or death! 
Was it of man ? Did pity for the Lost 
His gentle nature wring, who knew, who felt 
How frail is this poor tenement of clay ? 
Arose there from the misty tabernacle 
A cry like that upon Grethsemane % 
What passed in Jesus' bosom none may know, 
But close the cloudy dome invested him ; 
And, weary with conjecture, round I gazed 
Where in the purple west, no more to dawn, 
Faded the glories of the dying day. 
Mild-twinkling through a crimson-skirted cloud 
The solitary star of evening shone. 
While gazing wistful on that peerless light 
Tliereafter to be seen no more (as oft 
In dreams strange images will mix), sad thoughts 
Passed o'er my soul. Sorrowing I cried, " FareweU, 
Pale, beauteous planet, that displayest so soft, 
Amid yon glowing streak, thy transient beam, 
A long, a last farewell ! Seasons have changed, 
Ages and empires rolled, hke smoke, away. 
But thou, unaltered, beam'st as silver fair 
As on thy birthnight ! Bright and watchful eyes, 
From palaces and bowers, have hailed thy gem 
With secret transport ! Natal star of love, 
And souls that love the shadowy hour of fancy, 
How much I owe thee, how I bless thy ray ! 
How oft thy rising o'er the hamlet green, 
&gnal of rest, and social converse sweet, 
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Beneath some patriarchal tree, has cheered 
The peasant's heart, and drawn his henison! 
Pride of the West ! beneath thy placid light 
The tender tale shall never more be told, 
Man's soul shall never wake to Joy again : 
Thou set'st for ever— lovely orb, farew^!** 
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The terraced roof of Absalom^s house hy night i adomeJL 
with vases of flowers and fragrant shrubs ; an {ut^ 
ning over part of it, Tamab and Had^. 



Tarn, No, no, I well remember— proofs, you 
Unknown to Moses. 

Had. Well, my love, thon know'st 
I've been a traveller in various climes ; 
Trod Ethiopia's scorching sands, and scaled 
The snow-clad mountains ; trusted to the deep ; 
Traversed the fragrant islands of the sea, 
And with the wise conversed of many natiozm. 

Tom, I know thou hast. 

Had. Of all mine eyes have seen. 
The greatest, wisest, and most wonderM 
Ib that dread sage, the Ancient of the Momrtaitt 

Tarn. Who? 

Had. None knows his lineage, age, or name} ids 
Are like the snows of Caucasus ; Ms eyes [toekas 
Beam with the wisdom of collected ages. 
In green unbroken years he sees, 'tis said, 
The generations pass, like autumn fruits. 
Garnered, consumed, and springing ftesh to life^ 
Again to perish, while he views the sun, 
The seasons roll, in rapt serenity, 
And high communion with celestial powers. 
Some say His Shem, our fother, some say Eoodi, 
And some Melchizedek. 
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Tarn, I've heard a tale 
Like this, but ne'er believed it. 

Had, I have proved it. 
Through perils dire, dangers most imminent, 
Seven days and nights mid rocks and wildemesseSy 
And boreal snows, and never-thawing ice, 
"Where not a bird, a beast, a living thmff, 
Save the far-soaring vulture, comes, I dared 
My desperate way, resolved to know or perish. 

Tarn, Rash, rash advent'rer ! 

Had. On the highest peak 
Of stormy Caucasus there blooms a spot 
On which perpetual sunbeams play, where flowers 
And verdure never die ; and there he dwells. 

Tarn, But didst thou see him? 

Had. Never did I view 
Such awful majesty : his reverend locks 
Hung like a silver mantle to his feet. 
His raiment glistered saintly white, his brow 
Rose like the gate of Paradise, his mouth 
Was musical as its bright guardians' songs. 

Tarn. What did he tell thee ? Oh ! what wisdom 
From lips so hallowed? ffeU 

Had. Whether he possess 
The Tetragrammaton — the powerful name 
Inscribed on Moses' rod, by which he wrought 
Unheard-of wonders, which constrains the heavens 
To shower down blessing, shakes the earth, and 
Hie strongest spirits ; or if God hath given [roles 
A delegated power, I cannot tell. 
But 'twas from him I learned their fate, their fall. 
Who erewhile wore resplendent crowns in Heaven; 
Now scattered through the earth, the air, the sea. 
Them he compels to answer, and from them 
Has drawn what Moses, nor no mortal ear. 
Has ever heard. 

Tom. But did he tell it thee ? 

Had. He told me much— more than I dare reveal; 
Vor with a dreadful oath he sealed my lips. 
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Tarn, But canst thou tell me nothing t Why nn- 
So much, if I must hear no more % [fbld 

H<id. You bade 
Explain my words, almost reproached me, swee^ 
For what by accident escaped me. 

Tarn, Ah! 
A httle — something tell me — sure not all 
Were words inhibited. 

Had, Then promise never, 
Never to utter of this conference 
A breath to mortal. 

Tarn, Solemnly I vow. 

Had. Even then, His little I can say, compared 
With all the marvels he related. 

Tarn. Come, 
I'm breathless. Tell me how they sinn'd, how felL 

Had. Their head, their prince involved them in 
his ruin. 

Tarn. What black offence on his detoted head 
Drew endless punishment % 

Had. The wish to be 
Like the All-Perfect. 

Tarn. Arrogating that 
Due only to his Maker ! awful crime ! 
But what their doom ? their place of punishment! 

Had. Above, about, beneath ; earth, sea, and air; 
Their habitations various as their minds, 
Employments, and desires. 

Tarn. But are they round us, Hadad! not confined 
In penal chains and darkness % 

Had. So he said. 
And so your holy books infer. What saith 
Your Prophet % what the Prince of Uz ! 

Tarn. I shudder. 
Lest some dark minister be near us now. 

Had. You wrong them. They are bright intet 
ligences. 
Robbed of some native splendour, and cast down, 
Tis true, from Heaven ; but not deformed, and fovL 
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Revengeful, malice-working fiends, as fools 
Suppose. They dwell, like princes, in the clouds ; 
Sun their bright pinions in the middle sky ; 
Or arch Uieir palaces beneath the hills, 
With stones inestimaJble studded so. 
That sun or stars were useless there. 

Tarn. Good heavens ! 

Had, He bade me look on rugged Caucasus, 
Crag piled on crag beyond the utmost ken, 
NsLked and wild, as if creation's ruins 
Were heaped in one immeasurable chain 
Of barren mountains, beaten by the storms 
Of everlasting winter. But within 
Are glorious palaces and domes of light, 
Irra£ate halls and crystal colonnades. 
Vaults set with gems the purchase of a crown, 
Blazing with lustre past the noontide beam, 
Or, with a milder beauty, mimicking 
The iuystic signs of changeful Mazzaroth. 

Tarn, Unheard-of splendour ! 

Had, There they dwell, and muse. 
And wander ; beings beautiful, immortal. 
Minds vast as heaven, cap)acious as the sky. 
Whose thoughts connect past, present, and to come, 
And glow with light intense, imperishable. 
Thus, in the sparry chambers of the sea 
And air-pavilions, rainbow tabernacles, 
They study Nature's secrets, and enjoy 
No poor dominion. 

Trnn. Are they beautiful. 
And powerful far beyond the human race % 

Had, Man's feeUe heart cannot conceive it Whea 
The sage described them, fiery eloquence 
Flowed from his lips, his bosom heaved, his eyes 
Grew bright and mystical ; moved by the theme. 
Like one who feels a deity within. 

Tarn, Wondrous! What intercourse have they 
with men % 

Had. Sometimes they deign to intermix with man, 
But oft with woman. 
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Tom, Ha! with woman? 

Had. She 
Attracts them with her gentler virtues, soft, 
And beautiful, and heavenly, like themselves. 
They have been known to love her with a peBSSion 
Stronger than human. 

Torn, That surpasses all 
You yet have told me. 

Had, This the sage affirms ; 
And Moses, darkly. 

Tarn. How do they appear? 
How manifest their love ? 

Had, Sometimes 'tis spiritual, signified 
By beatific dreams, or more distinct 
AJttd glorious apparition. They have stooped 
To animate a human form, and love 
Like mortals. 

Tarn, Frightful to be so beloved ! 
Who could endure the horrid thought ! "What makes 
Thy cold hand tremble ? or is't mine 
That feels so deathy ? 

Had. Dark imaginations haunt me 
When I recall the dreadful interview. 

Tam. Oh, tell them not : I would not hear them. 

Had. But why contemn a spirit's love ? so hi^^ 
So glorious, if he haply deigned? 

Tarn. Forswear 
My Maker! love a demon! 

Had. No — oh, no— 
My thoughts but wandered. Oft, alas! they wander. 

Tam. Why dost thou speak so sadly now? And 
Thine eyes are fixed again upon Arcturus. |lo ! 

Thus ever, when thy drooping spirits ebb, 
Thou gazest on that star. Hath it the power 
To cause or cure thy melancholy mood ? 

\He appears lost in thougkL 
Tell me, ascrib'st thou influence to the stars ? 

Had. (starting.) The stars! What know'st thou 
of the stars ? 
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Tarn. I know that they were made to rule the 

night. 
Had, Like palace lamps ! Thou echoest well thy 
grandsire. 
Woman ! the stars are living, glorious, 
Amazing, infinite ! 

Tarn. Speak not so wildly. 
I know them numberless, resplendent, set 
As symbols of the countless, countless years 
That make eternity. 

Had. Eternity! 
Oh ! mighty, glorious, miserable thought ! 
Had ye endured like those great sufferers, 
Like them, seen ag:es, myriad ages roll ; 
Could ye but look into the void abyss 
With eyes experienced, unobscured by torments. 
Then mightst thou name it, name it feelingly. 
Tarn, What ails thee, Hadad ? Draw me not so 

close. 
Had, Tamar! I need thy love — more than thy 

love — 
Tarn, Thy cheek is wet with tears — ^Nay, let us 
part — 
'Tis late — I cannot, must not linger. 

[Breaks from him, and exit. 
Had, Loved and abhorred ! Stul, still accursed ! 
[He paces twice or thrice up and doum with pas» 
sionate gestures ; then turns his face to the sky^ 
and stands a moment in silence.] 
Oh! where. 
In the illimitable space, in what 
Profound of untried misery, when all 
His worlds, his rolling orbs of light, that fill 
With life and beauty yonder infinite. 
Their radiant journey run, for ever set. 
Where, where, in what abyss shall I be groaning ? 

[Ewit. 
E 
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Timothy Dwight. 

THK OOUNTRT SCHOOLMASTER. 

Where yonder humbler spire salutes the eye, 

It's vane slow turning in the liquid sky. 

Where, in light gambDls, healthy striplings sport, 

Ambitious learning builds her outer court ; 

A grave preceptor, there, her usher stands, 

And rules without a rod her Uttle bands. 

Some half-grown sprigs of learning graced his brow i 

Little he knew, though much he wished to know. 

Enchanted hung o'er Virgil's honey'd lay. 

And smiled to see desipient Horace play ; 

Glean'd scraps of Greek ; and, curious, traced afkr. 

Through Pope's clear glass, the bright Maeonian star 

Yet olS his students at his wisdom stared, 

For many a student to his side repair'd. 

Surprised, they heard him Dilworth's knots untie, 

And tell what lands beyond the Atlantic he. 

Many his faults ; his virtues small, and few ; 
Some Uttle good he did, or strove to do ; 
Laborious still, he taught the early mind. 
And urged to manners meek and thoughts refined; 
Truth he impress'd, and every virtue praised ; 
While infant eyes in wondering silence gazed ; 
The worth of time would day by day unfold. 
And tell them every hour was made of gold. 



THE SOCIAL VISIT. 



Ye Muses ! dames of dignified renown, 
Revered alike in country and in town, 
Yoitf bard the mysteries of a visit show. 
For sure your ladyships those mysteries know : 
What is it, then, obhging Sisters ! say. 
The debt of social visiting to pay ? 
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*Tis not to toil before the idol pier ; 
To shiae the first in fashion's lunar sphere ; 
By sad engagements forced abroad to roam, 
And dread to find the expecting fair at home ! 
To stop at thirty doors in half a day, 
Drop the gilt card, apd proudly roll away ; 
To alight, and yield the hand with nice p2U*ade ; 
Up stairs to rustle in the stiff brocade ; 
Swim through the drawing-room with studied air, 
Catch the pink'd beau, and shade the rival fair; 
To sit, to curb, to toss with bridled mien. 
Mince the scant speech, and lose a glance between; 
Unfurl the fan, dii^lay the snowy arm. 
And ope, with each new motion, some new charm : 
Or sit in silent sohtude, to spy 
Each little failing with malignant e3re ; 
Or chatter with incessancy of tongue. 
Careless if kind, or cruel, right or wrong ; 
To trill of us and ours, of mine and me. 
Our house, our coach, our fHends, our family} 
While all th' excluded circle sit in pain, 
And glance their cool contempt or Keen disdain : 
T' inhale from proud N^mkinff a sip of tea. 
And wave a court'sy trim and flirt away : 
Or waste at cards peace, temper, health, and life, 
Begin with sullenness, and end in strife ; 
Lose the rich feast by friendly converse given, 
And backward turn from happiness and heaven. 

It is in decent habit, plain and neat. 
To spend a few choice hours in converse sweet, 
Careless of forms, to act th' unstudied part. 
To mix in friendship, and to blend the heart ; 
To dboose those happy themes which all must feel. 
The moral duties and the household weal, 
The tale of S3rmpathy, the kind design, 
Where rich affections soften and refine ; 
T amuse, to be amused, to bless, be bless'd, 
And tone to harmony the common breast ; 
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To cheer, with mild good7humour's sprightly ray, 
And smooth life's passage o'er its thorny way ; 
To circle round the hospitable board, 
And taste each good our generous climes afford ; 
To court a quick retu(U with accents kind, 
And leave, at parting, 3ome regret behind. 



THB DIST&yCTION OF THIS PBQ0OD8. 

Ah me ! while up tke long, long vale of time^ 
Reflection wanders towards th' eternal vast, 
How starts the eye at many a change sublime, 
Uabosom'd dimly by the ages passed! 
What Mausoleums cro'^d the mournful waste ! 
The tombs of empires fallen ! and nations gone ! 
Each, once inscribed in gold with " Ate to last," 
Sate as a aueen ; proclaimed the world her own. 
And prouoly cried, *'By me no sorrows shall be 
known." 

Soon fleets the sunbright form by man adored. 
Soon fell the head of gold, to Time a prey ; 
The arms, the trunk, ms cankering tooth devour'dy 
And whirlwinds blew the iron dust away. 
Where dwelt imperial Timur ? far astray, 
Some lonely-musing pilgrim now inquires : 
And, rack'd by storms, and hastening to decay, 
Mohammed's mosque foresees its final fires. 
And Rome's more lordly temple day by day expires. 

As o'er prond Asian realms the traveller winds, 
His manly spirit, hush'd by terror, falls ; 
When some deceased town's lost site he finds, 
Where ruin wild his pondering eye appals ; 
Where silence swims along the moulder'd walls, 
And broods upon departed Grandeur's tomb. 
Through the lone, hollow aisles sad Echo calls 
At eadi slow step ; deep sighs the breathing gloom. 
And weeping fields around bewail their empress* 
doom. 



"Where o^er a hundred realms the throne nsMrose, 
The «creech-<owl nests, the panther builds his luHue ; 
Sleep the dull newts, the lazy adders doze, 
Whexe pomp and luxury danced the golden room. 
Low lies in dust the sky-resembled dome ; 
Tall grass around the broken colunm waves ; 
And brambles climb, and lonely thistles bloom : 
The mouldered arch the weedy streamlet laves. 
And low resoundf beneath, unnumber'd sunken 
graves. 

Soon fleets the sunbright form by man adored, 
And soon man's demon chiefs from memory fade. 
In musty volume now must be explored. 
Where dwelt imperial nations, long decayed. 
The brightest meteors angry clou£ invade ; 
And where the wonders glitterM, none explain. 
Wliere Carthage, with proud hand, the trident sway'd. 
Now mud-wall'd cots sit sullen on the plain. 
And wandering, fierce and wild, sequestered ArabB 
reign. 

In thee, oh Albion ! queen of nations, live [known ; 

Whatever splendours earth's wide realms have 

In thee proud Persia sees her pomp revive. 

And Greece her arts, and Rome her lordly throne ; 

By every wind thy Tynan fleets are blown ; 

Supreme, on Fame's dread roll, thy heroes stand; 

All ocean's realms thy naval sceptre own ; 

Of bards, of sages, how august thy band ! 

And one rich Eden blooms around thygarden'dlandt 

But oh, how vast thy crimes ! Through Heaven's 

great year. 
When few centurial suns have traced their way ; 
When Southern Europe, worn by feuds severe, 
Weak, doting, fallen, nas bow'd to Russian sway, 
And setting Glory beam'd her farewell lay^ 
To wastes, perchmce, thy briUiaat ^LeVd^a &\^ Vsnk\ 
Jh dmt tbjr iemplea, towers, and towiui ^^ % 

E3 
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The forest howl, where London's turrets bum, 
And all thy garlands deck thy sad, funereal urn. 

Some land, scarce glimmering in the light of famOy 
ScepterM with arts and arms (if I divine), 
Some unknown wild, some shore without a name, 
In all thy pomp shall then majestic shine. 
As silver-headed Time's slow years decline, 
Not ruins only meet th' inquiring eye : [twine. 

Where round yon mouldering oak vain brambles 
The filial stem, already towermg high, [sky. 

Ere long shall stretch his arms, and nod in yonder 

Where late resounded the wild woodland roar, 
Now heaves the palace, now the temple smiles ; 
Where frown'd the rude rock and the desert shore, 
'^ Now^easure sports, and business want beguiles. 
And Commerce wings her flight to thousand isles ; 
Culture walks forth ; gay laugh the loaded fields ; 
And jocund Labour plays his harmless wiles ; 
Glad Science brightens ; Art her mansion builds ; 
And Peace uplifts her wand, and Heaven his blesfiong 
yields. 

O'er these sweet fields, so lovely now and gaj. 
Where modest Nature finds each want supphed. 
Where homebom Happiness delights to phiy, 
And counts her little flock with household pride, 
Long frown'd, from age to age, a forest wide : 
Here hung the slumbering bat ; the serpent dire 
Nested his brood, and dnmk th' impoison'd tide ; 
Wolves peal'd the dark, drear night in hideous choir. 
Nor shrunk th' unmeasured howl from Sol's terrific 
fire. 

No charming cot imbank'd the pebbly stream ; 
No mansion tower'd, nor garden teem'd with good ; 
No lawn expanded to the April beam. 
Nor mellow harvest hung its bending load ; 
^or science dawn'd, nor life with beauty glow'd, 
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Nor temple whitened in th' enchanting dell ; 
In clusters wild the sluggish wigwam stood ; 
And, borne in snaky paths, the Indian fell l^elL 
Now aim'd the death unseen, now screamed the tiger- 

Even now, perhaps, on human dust I tread, 
Pondering with solemn pause the wrecks of time ; 
Here sleeps, perchance, among the vulgar dead, 
Some chief, the lofty theme of Indian rhyme. 
Who loved Ambition's cloudy steep to clm^. 
And smiled, deaths, dangers, rivals to engage ; 
"Who roused his followers' souls to deeds si2>lhne9 
Kindling to furnace heat vindictive rage, 
And soar'd Caesarean heights, the Phoenix of his age. 

In yon small field that dimly steals from sight 
(From yon small field these meditations ^w). 
Turning the sluggish soil from mom to night. 
The plodding hind, laborious, drives his plou^ 
Nor dreams a nation sleeps his foot below. 
There, undisturbed by the roaring wave, 
Released from war, and far from deadly foe» 
Lies down in endless rest a nation brave, 
And trains in tempests bom there find a quiet grave. 

Oft have I heard the tale, when matron sere 

Sung to my infant ear the song of wo ; 

Of maiden meek consumed with pining care, 

Around whose tomb the wild-rose loved to blow : 

Or told, with swimming eyes, how, long ago, 

Remorseless Indians, all in midnight dire, 

The little sleeping village did o'erthrow, 

Bidding the crael flames to heaven aspire, [fire. 

And scalp'd the hoary head, and bum'd the babe with 

Then, fancy-fired, her memory wing'd its flight 

To long-forgotten wars and dread sdarms, 

To chiefs obscure, but terrible in fight. 

Who mock'd each foe, and laugh'd at deadliest haraii» 

Sidneys in zeal, and Washin^ns iiiL^xcDi^. 
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By instinct tender to the woes of man, 
IViy heart bewildering with sweet pity's channs, 
Through solemn scenes, with Nature's step she Tan^ 
And hushed her audience small, and thus the tale 
began. 

"Through verdant banks, where Thames's branches 
Long hdd the Pequods an extensive sway ; [glide* 
Bold, savage, fierce, of arms the glorious pride. 
And bidding all the circhng realms obey. 
Jealous, they saw the tribes beyond the sea 
Plant in their climes ; and towns and cities rise ; 
Ascending castles foreign fiags display; 
Mysterious art new scenes of Ufe devise ; [skies. 
And steeds insult the plains, and cannon rend tlue 

" They saw, and soon the strangers' fate decreed^ 
And soon of war disclosed the crimson sign ; 
First, hapless Stone ! they bade thy bosom bleed* 
A guiltless offering at th* infernal shrine : 
Then, gallant Norton ! the hard fate was thine, 
By ruffians butcher'd, and denied a grave : 
Thee, generous Oldham ! next the doom mahga 
Arrested ; nor could all thy courage save ; 
Forsaken, plundered, cleft, and buried in the wave. 

'^ Soon the sad tidings reached the general ear. 
And prudence, pity, vengeance, all inspire : 
Invasive war their gallant friends prepare ; 
And soon a noble band, with purpose dire. 
And threatening arms, the murderous fiends requiro : 
Small was the band, but never taught to yield; 
Breasts faced with steel, and souls mstinct with Gx^ : 
Such souls from Sparta Persia's world repell'd, 
When nations paved the ground, and Xerxes flew 
the field. 

" The rising clouds the savage chief descried, 
And round the forest bade his heroes arm ; 
To arms the painted warriors proudly hied. 
And through surroundiog nations ropg th' alarm. 
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The nations heard ; but smiled to see the storm. 
With ruin fraught, o'er Pequod mountains driven; 
And felt infernal joy the bosom warm, 
To see their light hang o'er the skirts of even. 
And other suns arise, to gild a kinder heaven. 

'< Swift to the Pequod fortress Mason sped. 
Far in the wildering wood's impervious gloom ; 
A lonely castle, brown with twilight dread, 
Where oft th' embowell'd captive met his doom. 
And frequent heaved around the hollow tomb ; 
Scalps hung in rows, and whitening bones were 

strew'd ; 
Where, round the broiling babe, fresh from the womb, 
With howls the Powaw fill'd the dark abode, [god. 
And screams and midnight prayers invoked the evil 

" There too, with awful rites, the hoary priest, 
Without, beside the moss-grown altar stood, 
His sable form in magic cincture dress'd. 
And heap'd the mingled offering to his god, 
What time, with golden light, calm evening glowed 
The mystic dust, the flower of silver bloom. 
And spicy herb, his hand in order strew'd ; 
Bright rose the curling flame ; and rich perfume 
On smoky wings upflew^ or settled round the tomb. 

^ Then o'er the circus danced the maddening throng. 
As erst the Thyas roam'd dread Nysa round. 
And struck to forest notes th' ecstatic song. 
While slow beneath them heaved the wavy gromid. 
With a low, lingering groan of dying sound. 
The woodland rumbled ; murmur^a deep each stream ; 
Shrill sung the leaves ; all ether sigh'd profound; 
Pale tufts of purple topped the silver flame. 
And many-colour'd forms on evening breezes came* 

'* Thin, twiU^ht forms, attired in changing sheen 
Of plumes high-tinctured in the western ray ; 
Bending, they peep'd the fleecy folds between, 
Their wings light-rustling in the breath of May. 
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Soft-hovering round the fire, in m3r8tic play, 
They snufTd the incense waved in clouds afar, 
rhen, silent, floated towards the setting day: 
Bve redden'd each fine form, each mis^ car, 
And through them faintly gleamM, at times, the west 
em star. 

'* Then (so tradition sings) the train behind, 
[n plumy zones of rainbow'd beauty dressed, 
Rode the Great Spirit in th' obedient wind. 
En yellow clouds slow-sailing from the west. 
With dawning smiles the God his votaries bless'd, 
A.nd taught where deer retired to ivy dell ; 
What chosen chief with proud command t' invest ; 
Where crept th' approaching foe, with purpose fell, 
kad where to wind the scout, and war's dark storm 
dispel. 

^ There, on her lover's tomb, in silence laid, [beaniy 
While still and sorrowing shower'd the moon's pale 
M times expectant, slept the widow'd maid, 
Her soul far-wandering on the sylph- wing'd dream* 
Wafted from evening skies on sunny stream, 
Her darling youth with silver pinions shone ; 
With voice of music, tuned to sweetest theme. 
He told of shell-bright bowers beyond the sun, 
Where years of endless joy o'er Indian lovers mn. 

'*But now nor awful rites nor potent spell 

To silence charm'd the peals of coming war ; 

Or told the dread recesses of the dell, 

Where j^lowing Mason led his bands from far : 

No spirit, buoyant on his airy car, 

Dontroll'd the whirlwind of invading fight : 

Deep died iH blood, dun evening's falling star 

Sent sad o'er western hills its parting hght, 

And no returning mom dispersed the long dark ni^i 

^ On the drear walls a sudden splendour glowed. 
There Mason shone, and there his veterans poinM* 
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Anew fhe hero claimed the fiends of blood, [er'd. 
While answermg storms of arrows round him show-* 
And the war-scream the ear with anguish gored. 
Alone he burst the gate : the forest round 
Re-echoed death ; the peal of onset roar'd ; 
In rush'd the squadrons ; earth in blood was drown'd ; 
And gloomy spirits fled, and corses hid the groimd. 

^^ Not long in dubious fight the host had striven, 
When, kindled by the musket^s potent flame, 
In clouds and fire the castle rose to heaven. 
And gloom'd the world with melancholy beam. 
Then hoarser groans with deeper anguish came, 
And fiercer fight the keen assault repell'd : 
Nor even these ills the savage breast could tame ; 
Like hell's deep caves the hideous region yell'd, 
Till death and sweeping fire laid waste the hostile 
field. 

^ Soon the sad tale their friends surviving heard, 
And Mason, Mason, rung in every wind : 
Quick from their rugged wilds they disappear'd, 
Howl'd down the hills, and left the blast behind^ 
Their fastening foes by generous Stoughton joined, 
Hung o'er the rear, and every brake explored ; 
But such dire terror seized the savage mind. 
So swift and black a storm behind them lowered, 
On wings of raging fear, through spacious realms 

tl^y scoured. 

• •• ••••• 

" Amid a circling marsh expanded wide, 
To a lone hill the Pequods wound their way ; 
And none but Heaven the mansion had descried. 
Close-tangled, wild, impervious to the day ; 
But one poor wanderer, loitering long astray, 
Wilder'd in labyrinths of pathless wood. 
In a tall tree imbower'd, obscurely lay : [show'd 
Straight summoned down, the trembling %\r^'^VYas& 
Where lurk'd his vanished friends witloio. tYvaVc ^^"« 
abode. 
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" To death the murderers were anew required, 
A pardon proffered, and a peace assured ; 
And, though with vengeful heat their foes were firedt 
Their lives, their freedom, and their lands secured. 
Some 3rielding heard. In fastness stronyg immured. 
The rest the terms refused with brave disdain ; 
Near and more near the peaceful herald lured, 
Then bade a shower of arrows round him rain. 
And win^'d him swift from danger to the distant 
plam. 

" Through the sole, narrow way, to vengeance led, 
To final fight our generous heroes drew; [shade, 
And Stoughton now had passed the moor's blade 
When hell's terrific region scream'd anew. 
Undaunted on their foes they fiercely flew ; 
As fierce, the dusky warriors crowd the fight ; 
Despair inspires ; to combat's face they glue ; 
With groans and shouts they rage, unknowing flight, 
And close their sullen eyes in shades of endless 
night." 

Indulge, my native land ! indulge the tear, 
That steals impassion'd o'er a nation's doom : 
To me each twig from Adam's stock is near, 
And sorrows fall upon an Indian's tomb. 
And oh, ye chiefs ! in yonder starry home. 
Accept the humble tribute of this rhyme. 
Your gallant deeds in Greece or haughty Rome, 
Bv Maro sung or Homer's harp subUme, 
Had charm'd the world's wide round, and triumphed 
over time. 
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John Trumbull. 

CBABACTBR OF M*FINOAL. 

Whcn Yankees, skill'd in martial rale, 
First put the British troops to school ; 
Instructed them in warlike trade, 
And new manoeuvres of parade ; 
The true war-dance of Yankee-reels, 
And manual exercise of heels ; 
Made them give up, like saints complete, 
The ann of flesh, and trust the feet. 
And work, like Christians undissemhling, 
Salvation out by fear and trembling ; 
Taught Percy fashionable races, 
And modem modes of Chevy-Chaces :• 
From Boston, in his best array, 
Great Squire M'Fingal took ms way, 
And, graced with ensigjns of renown, 
Steer'd homeward to his native town. 

His high descent our heralds trace 
To bssian^s famed Fingalian race ; 
For though their name some part may lack, 
Old Fingal spelt it with*a Mac ; 
Which great M'Pherson, with submission. 
We hope will add the next ecUtion. 

His fathers flourish'd in the Highlands 
Of Scotia's fog-benighted islands ; 
Whence gained our squire two gifts by right, 
RebeUion and the second-sight. 
Of these the first, in ancient days. 
Had gained the noblest palms of praise, 
'Gainst kings stood forth, and many a crown'd 
With terror of its might confounded ; [head 

♦ Lord Percy commanded the party that was first opposed by 
the Americans at Lexington. This allusion to the family renown 
of Chevy-Chace arose from the precipitate manner of his quitting 
the field of battle, and returning to Boston. 

F 
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Till rose a king with potent charm 
His foes by goodness to disarm ; 
Whom ev'ry Scot and Jacobite 
Straight fell in love with — at first sight ; 
Whose gracious speech, with aid of pensioni 
Hush'd down all murmurs of dissensions, 
And with the sound of potent metal, 
Brought all their blust'ring swarms to settle ; 
Who rained his ministerial mannas, 
TiU loud Sedition sung hosannas ; 
The good lords-bishops and the kirk 
United in the pubhc work ; 
Rebellion from the northern regions, 
With Bute and Mansfield swore allegiancet 
And all combined to raze, as nuisance, 
Of church and state, the constitutions ; 
Pull down the empire, on whose ruins 
They meant to edify their new ones ; 
Enslave the American wildernesses, 
And tear the provinces in pieces. 
For these our squire, among the valient'st. 
Employed his time, and tools, and talents; 
And in their cause, with manly zeal, 
Used his first virtue to rebel ; 
And found this new rebellion pleasing 
As his old king-destroying treason. 
Nor less av^'d his optic sleight. 
And Scottish gift of second-sight. 
No ancient sibyl famed in rhyme. 
Saw deeper in the womb of time ; 
No block in old Dodona's grove 
Could ever more orac'lar prove. 
Nor only saw he all that was, 
But much that never came to pass ; 
Whereby all prophets far outwent he, 
Though former days produced a plenty : 
For any man with half an eye. 
What stands before him may espy ; 
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But optics sliarp it needs, I ween, 
To see what is not to be seen. 
Ab in the days of ancient fame, 
Prophets and poets were the same, 
And all the praise that poets gain 
Is but for what th' invent and feign : 
So gain'd our squire his fame by seeing 
Such things as never would have being. 
Whence ,he for oracles was grown 
TTie very tripod of his town. 
Gazettes no sooner rose a lie in. 
But straight he fell to prophesying ; 
Made dreadful slaughter in his course, 
Overthrew provincials, foot and horse ; 
Brought armies o'er by sudden pressings 
Of Hanoverians, Swiss, and Hessians ; 
Feasted with blood his Scottish clan, 
And hang'd all rebels to a man ; 
Divided their estates and pelf. 
And took a goodly share himself.* 
All this with spirit energetic, 
He did by second-sight prophetic. 

Thus stored with intellectual riches, 
Skill'd was our squire in making speeches. 
Where strength of brains united centres 
With strength of lungs surpassing Stentor'ft. 
But as some muskets so contrive it. 
As oft to miss the mark they drive at. 
And, though well aim'd at duck or plover. 
Bear wide and kick their owners over : 
So fared our squire, whose reasoning toil 
Would often on himself recoil, 

* This prophecy, like some of the prayers of Homer's heroe^ 
"as but oalr accomplished. The Hanoverians, dec, indeeA 
came over, and macn were they feasted with blood ; but the 
hanging of the rebels and the dividing their estates remain un- 
folmlea. This, however, cannot be the fault of our hero, but 
rather the British minister, who left off the war before the woik 
WM completed. 
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And so much injured more his side, 
The stronger arguments he applied ; 
As old war-elephants, dismayed, 
Trod down the troops they came to aid^ 
And hurt their own side more in battle 
Than less and ordinary cattle : 
Yet at town meetings ev*ry chief 
Pinn'd faith on great M*Fingal's sl^ev^, 
And, as he motioned all by rote, 
Raised sympathetic hands to vote. 

The town, our hero's scene of actibii, 
Had long been torn by feuds of faction ; 
And as each party's strength prevaife, 
It tum'd up diffrent heads or tails ; 
' "With constant rattling, in a trice 
Show'd various sides, as oft as c&ce : 
As that famed weaver, wife t' Ulysses, 
By night each day's work pick'd in pieces ; 
And though she stoutly did bestir her, 
Its finishing was ne'er the nearer : 
So did this town with steadfast zeal, 
Weave cobwebs for the public weal, 
Which, when comptleted, 6r before, 
A second vote in pieces torie. 
They met, made speeches full long-winded, 
Resolved, protested, and rescinded ; 
Addresses sign'd, then chose committees, 
To stop all drinking of Bohea-teas ; 
With winds of doctrine veer'd about. 
And tum'd all Whig conmiittees out. 
Meanwhile our hero, as their head. 
In pomp the Tory faction led, 
Stm following, as the squire should pleaac^ 
Successive on, like ffles of geese. 
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St. John Honbywood. 
iNBFriOAcnr of punishmknts. 

With stronger force than fear temptations draw. 
And cunning thinks to parry with the law. 
^*My brother swung, poor novice in his art, 
He blindly stumbled on a hangman's cart ; 
But wiser I, assuming every shape, 
As Proteus erst, am certain to escape." 
The knave, thus jeering, on his skill relies, 
For never villain deemed himself unwise, [wide, 

When earth convulsive heaved, and, yawning 
Ingulfed in darkness Lisbon's spiry pride, 
At that dread hour of ruin and dismay 
Tis famed the hardened felon prowled for prey ; 
Nor trembling earth nor thunders could restrain 
His daring feet, which trod the sinking fane ; 
Whence, while the fabric to its centre shook. 
By impious stealth the hallowed vase he took. 

What time the gaping, vulgar throng to see 
The wretch expire on Ty^ii^'s ^^^ ^ree. 
Fast by the crowd the luckier villain clings, 
And pilfers while the hapless culprit swings. 



William Clifton. 



ANOIBNT AND MODERN LITBRATVRI. 

When Truth in classic majesty appeared. 
And Greece on high the dome of Science rear'd, 
Patience and Perseverance, Care and Pain, 
Alone the steep, the rough ascent could gain : 
None but the great the sun-clad summit found ; 
The weak were baffled, and the strong were crown'd. 
The tardy transciipt's high-wrought page confined 
To one pursuit the undivided mind. 

FS 
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No venal critic fattened on the trade, 
Books for delight, and not for sale were made ; 
Then shone superior in the realms of thought, 
The chief who govemM, and the sage who taught ; 
The drama then with deathless bayB was wreath'd. 
The statue quickenM, and the canvass breathed. 
The poet, then, with unresisted art, 
Sway'd every impulse of the captive heart. 
Touch'd with a beam of Heaven's creative mind^ 
His spirit kindled, and his taste refined : 
Incessant toil informed his rising 3routh ; 
Thought grew to thought, and truth attracted tmthy 
Till, all complete, lus perfect soul displayed 
Some bloom of genius that could never fkde. 
So the sage oak, to Nature^s mandate true^ 
Adranced but slow, and strengthened as he ffrew! 
But when at length (full many a season o'e^ 
His iMad the blossoms of high promise bore ( 
When steadfast wer^ his roots, and sound his bMurt, 
He bad6 oblivion and decay depart ; 
And, storm and time def3ring, still remains 
The never-dying glory of the plains^ 

Then, if some thoughtless Bavins dared appe^. 
Short was his date, and hmited his sphere ; 
He could but please the changeling mob a day. 
Then, like his noxious labours, pass away : 
So, near a forest tall, some worthless flower 
Enjoys the triumphs of its gaudy hour. 
Scatters its httle poison through the skies, 
Then droops its empty, hated head, and dies. 

Still, as fh>m famed Ilyssus' classic shor^. 
To Mincius^ baiiks the Muse her laurel bore. 
The sacred plant to hands divine was rireii, 
And deathless Maro nursed the boon of Heav^^ 
Exalted bard ! to hear thy gentler Voice, 
The valleys listen, and their swains tfejoice; 
But when, on some wild mountain's awfiil fdthii 
We hear thy spirit chanting to the istoM^ 
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Of battling chiefs, and armies laid in gore, 
We rage, we sigh, we wonder and adore. 
Thus Rome wim Greece in rival splendour shone, 
But claimed immortal satire for her own : 
While Horace pierced full oft the wanton breast 
With sportive censure and resistless jest ; 
And that Etrurian, whose indignant lay 
Thy kindred genius* can so well display. 
With many a well-aimed thought and pointed line, 
Drove the bold villain from his black design. 
For as tikose mighty masters of the Ijn^ 
With temper'd dignity or quenchless ire, 
Through all the various paths of science trod, 
Their school was Nature, and their teacher God. 

Nor did the Muse decline, till o*er her head 
The savage tempest of the North was spread ; 
Till arm'd with desolation's bolt it came, 
And wrai^'d her temple in funereal flame. 

But soon the Arts once more a dawn diffhse. 
And Petrarch hail*d it with his morning muse ; 
Boccace and Dante join'd the choral lay. 
And Amo glisten'd with returning day. 
Thus Science rose ; and, all her troubles passed. 
She hoped a steady, tranquil reign at last ; 
But Faustus came : (indulge the painful thought), 
Were not his countless volumes aearly bought ; 
For, while to every clime and class they flew, 
Their worth diminished as their numbers grew. 
Some pressman, rich in Homer's wealthy page. 
Could give ten epics to one wondering age ; 
A single thought supplied the great desi^. 
And clouds of Iliads spread from every Me. 
Nor Homer's glowing page, nor Virgil's fire. 
Could one lone breast with equal flame inspire ; 

* These lioM were addrened to the English satirist William 
Gifibrd. 
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But, lost in books, irregular and wild, 
The poet wonder'd, and the critic smiled : 
The friendly smile a bulkier work repays ; 
For fools will print, while greater fools will praii 



Washington Allston. 

THB 8TLPH OF SPRING. 



Then spake the Sylph of Spring serene, 
'Tis / thy joyous heart, I ween, 
With sympathy shall move : 
For I with living melody 
Of birds in choral symphony. 
First waked thy soil to poesy. 



To piety and love. 



When thou, at call of vernal breeze. 
And beckoning bough of budding trees. 

Hast left thy sullen fire ; 
And stretch'd thee in some mossy dell, 
And heard the browsing wether's bell, 
Blythe echoes rousing from their cell 

To swell the tinkling quire : 

Or heard from branch of flow'ring thorn 
The song of friendly cuckoo warn 

The tardy-moving swain ; 
Hast bid the purple swallow hail ; 
And seen him now through ether sail. 
Now sweeping downward o'er the vale, 

And skimming now the plain ; 

Then, catching with a sudden glance 
The bright and silver-clear expanse 

Of some broad river's stream. 
Beheld the boats adown it glide. 
And motion wind again the tide, 
Where, chain'd in ice by Winter's pride« 

JLite roll'd the heavy team : 
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Or, lured by some fresh-scented gale, 
That woo'd the moored fishers' sail 

To tempt the mighty main, 
Hast watch'd the dim receding shore, 
Now faintly seen the ocean o'er, 
like hanging cloud, and now no more 

To bound the sapphire plain ; 

Then, wrapped in night, the scudding baik 
(That seem'd, self-poised amid the dark. 

Through upper air to leap). 
Beheld, from thy most fearful height. 
The rapid dolplun's azure light 
Cleave, like a living meteor bright, 

The darkness of the deep : 

'Twas mine the warm, awakening hand 
That made thy gratefid heart expand, 

And feel the high control 
Of Him, the mighty Power, that moves 
Amid the waters and the groves. 
And through his vast creation proves 

His omnipresent soul. 

Or, brooding o'er some forest rill, 
Fringed with the early daffodil. 

And quiv'ring maiden-hair, 
When thou hast maik'd the dusky bed. 
With leaves and water-rust o'erspread, 
That seem'd an amber light to shed 

Ob all was shadow'd there ; 

And thence, as by its murmur call'd, 
The current traced to where it brawl'd 

Beneath the noontide ray ; 
And there beheld the checker'd shade 
Of waves, in many a sinuous braid. 
That o'er the sunny channel play'd, 

With motion ever gay : 
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Twas I to these the magic gave, 
That made thy heart, a willmg slave, 

To gentle Nature bend ; 
And taught thee how with tree and flower, 
And whispering gale, and dropping shower, 
In converse sweet to pass the hour, 

As with an early friend. 

That mid the noontide sunn^ haze, 
Did in thy languid bosom raise 

The raptures of the boy ; 
When, waked as if to second birth, 
Thy soul through every pore looked forth. 
And gazed upon the beauteous Earth 

With mjrriad eyes of joy : 

That made thy heart, like His above. 
To flow with universal love 

For every living thing. 
And oh ! if I, with ray divine, 
Thus tempering, did thy soul refine, 
Then let thy gentle heart be mine, 

And bless the Sylph of Spring. 



TBB PATNT-KING. 

Fair Ellen was long the delight of the young, 

No damsel could with her compare ; 
Her charms were the theme of the heart and the 

tongue. 
And bards without number in ecstasies sung, 

The beauties of Ellen the fair. 

Yet cold was the maid ; and though legions advanced, 

All drill'd by Ovidean art. 
And languished and ogled, protested and danced, 
Like shadows they came, and like shadows they 
glanced 

From the hard-polish'd ice of her heart. 
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Yet still did the heart of fair Ellen implore 

A something that could not be found ; 
Like a sailor she seemed on a desolate shore, 
With nor house, nor a tree, nor a sound but the loar 
Of breakers high dashing around. 

From object to object still, still would she veer. 
Though nothing, alas ! could she find ; 

Like the moon, without atmosphere, brilliant and 
clear. 

Yet doom'd, like the moon, with no being to cheer 
The bright barren waste of her mind. 

But rather than sit like a statue so still 

When the rain made her mansion a pounds 
Up and down would she go, like the sails of a mill, 
And pat every stair, like a woodpecker's bill. 
From the tiles of the roof to the ground. 

One mom, as the maid from her casement inclined, 
Passed a youth with a frame in his hand. 

The casement she closed — not the eye of her mind ; 

For, do all she could, no, she could not be blind ; 
Still before her she saw the youth stand. 

" Ah, what can he do," said the languishing maid, 

" Ah, what with that frame can he do V 
And she knelt to the goddess of Secrets and pray'd. 
When the youth pass'd again, and again he display'd 
The frame and a picture to view. 

** Oh, beautiful picture !" the fair Ellen cried, 

" I must see thee again or I die." 
Then under her white chin her bonnet she tied, 
And after the youth and the picture she hied. 

When the youth, looking back, met her eye. 

" Fair damsel," said he (and he chuckled the while), 

" This picture I see you admire : 
Then take it, I pray you, perhaps 'twill Ibeguile 
Some moments of sorrow (nay, pardon my smile) ; 

Or at least keep you home by the fire." 
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Then Ellen the gift with delight and surprise 
From the cunninff young stripling received. 
But she knew not the poison that enter'd her 63^68, 
"When, sparkling with rapture, they gazed on her 
Thus, alas, are fair maidens deceived ! [prize— 

TVas a youth o'er the form of a statue inclined, 

And the sculptor he seem'd of the stone ; 
Yet he languish'd as though for its beauty he pinedt 
And gazed as the eyes of the statue so blind 
Reflected the beams of his own, 

'Twas the tale of the sculptor Pygmalion of old ; 

Fair Ellen remember'd and sigh'd ; 
" Ah, couldst thou but lift from that marble so cold, 
Thine eyes too imploring, thy arms should enfold, 

And press me this day as thy bride." 

She said : when, behold, from the canvass arose 

The youth, and he stepp'd from the frame : 
With a furious transport his arms did enclose 
The love-plighted Ellen : and, clasping, he froze 
The blood of the maid with his flame ! 

She tum'd and beheld on each shoulder a wing. 

" Oh, heaven !" cried she, " who art thou V [ring, 
From the roof to the ground did his fierce answer 
As, frowning, he thunder'd " I am the paint-king! 

And mine, loVely maid, thou art now !" 

Then high from the ground did the grim monster lift 

The loud-screaming maid like a blast ; 
And he sped through the air like a meteor swift. 
While the clouds, wand'ring by him, did fearfiilly 
To the right and the left as he pass'd. [drift 

Now suddenly sloping his hurricane flight. 

With an eddying whirl he descends ; 
The air all below him becomes black as night, 
And the ground where he treads, as if moved with 
affright, 

Like tiie surge of the Caspian bends. 
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**l Bm heteV^ said the fiend, and he thimderinff 

At the gates of a moimtsanoas cave ; pmock'd 

The gates open fiew, as by magic unlocked, 

Wldle the peaks of the mount, reeling to and fh>, 

Like an island of ice on the wave. [rock'd 

" Oh, mercy t*^ cried Ellen, and swoon'd in his artns. 
But the PAiNT-KiNe he scoffd at her pain. 

'^ Prithee, love," said the monster, " what mean these 
alarms I" 

She hears not, she sees not the terrible charms, 
That work her to horror again. 

She opens her lids, but no longer her eyes 
Behold the fair youth she would woo ; 

Now appears the PAnrr-smo in his natural guise ; 

His face, like a palette of viUanous dyes. 
Black and white, red and yellow, aad blue. 

On the scull of a Titan, that Hearen defied, 

Sat the fiend, like the grim giant GrOg, 
While aloft to his mouth a huge pipe he applied, 
Twice as big as the Eddystone lighthouse, descried 
As it looms through an easterly fog. 

And anon, as he puff 'd the vast volumes, were seen, 

In horrid festoons on the wall, 
Legs and arms, heads and bodies emerging between, 
L^e the drawing-room grim of the Scotch Sawney 

^^ the devil dressed out for a ball. [Beane, 

** Ah me !" cried the damsel, and fell at his feet. 

" Must I hang on these walls to be dried t'' [seat, 
" Oh, no !" said the fiend, while he sprung from his 
*' A far nobler fortune thy person shall meet ; 
Into paint will I grind thee, my bride !" 

Then seizing the maid by her dark auburn hair, 

An oil jug he plunged her within. 
Seven days, seven nights, with the shrieks of -despair. 
Did Ellen in torment convulse the dun air, 

All covered with oil to the chin. 

G 



74 WASHINGTON ALLSTON. 

On the mom of the eighth, on a huge sable stone. 

Then Ellen, all reekmg, he laid ; 
With a rock for his muller he crush'd every bone, 
But, though ground to jelly, still, still did she groan, 

For life had forsook not the maid. 

Now reaching his palette, with masterly care 

Each tint on its surface he spread; 
The blue of her eyes, and the brown of her hair, 
And the pearl and the white of her forehead so fair. 

And her Ups' and her cheeks' rosy red. 

Then, stamping his foot, did the monster exclaim, 

" Now I brave, cruel Fairy, thy scorn !" 
"When lo ! from a chasm wide-yawning there came 
A light tiny chariot of rose-colour'd flame. 
By a team of ten glow-worms upborne. 

Enthroned in the midst on an emerald bright, 

Fair Geraldine sat without peer ; 
Her robe was a gleam of the first blush of light, 
And her mantle the fleece of a noon-cloud white. 

And a beam of the moon was her spear. 

In an accent that stole on the still charmed air 

Like the first gentle language of Eve, 
Thus spake from her chariot the faiiy so fair : 
" I come at thy call, but, oh Paint-King, beware. 
Beware if again you deceive." 

** Tis true," said the monster, " thou queen of my 
heart. 

Thy portrait I oft have essay'd ; 
Yet ne'er to the canvass could I with my art 
The least of thy wonderful beauties impart ; 

And my failure with scorn you repaid. 

** Now I swear by the light of the Comet-King's tafl!" 

And he tower'd with pride as he spoke, 
" If again with these magical colours I fail, 
The crater of Etna shall hence be my jail, 
And my food shall be sulphur and smoke. 
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" But if I succeed, then, oh, fair Geraldine ! 

Thy promise with justice I claim. 
And thou, queen of fairies, shalt ever be mine, 
The bride of my bed ; and thy portrait divine 

Shall fill all the earth with my fame.'' 

He spake ; when, behold, the fair Geraldine's form 
On the canvass enchantingly glow'd ; 

His touches — they flew like the leaves in a storm ; 

And the pure pearly white and the carnation warm 
Contending in harmony flow'd. 

And now did the portrait a twin-sister seem 

To the figure of Geraldine fair : 
With the same sweet expression did faithfully teem 
Each muscle, each feature ; in short, not a gleam 

Was lost of her beautiful hair. 

TTwas the fairy herself! but alas! her blue eyes 

Still a pupil did ruefully lack ; 
And who shall describe the terrific surprise 
That seized the paint-kino when, behold, he descries 

Not a speck on his palette of black ! 

^ I am lost !" said the fiend, and he shook like a 
leaf; 

When, casting his eyes to the ground. 
He saw the lost pupils of Ellen with grief 
In the jaws of a mouse, and the sly little thief 

WTiisk away from his sight with a bound. 

** I am lost !" said the fiend, and he fell like a stone ; 

Then rising, the fairy, in ire. 
With a touch of her finger she loosen'd her zone 
(While the limbs on the wall gave a terrible groan), 

And she swelled to a column of fire. 

Her spear now a thunder-bolt fiash'd in the air. 

And sulphur the vault fiU'd around : 
She smote the grim monster ; and now by the hair, 
High-lifting, she hurrdhim in speechless despair 

Down the depths of the chasm profound. 
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Then over the pictiare thrice waving her speart 

*< Come forth !'' said the good Geraldine ; 
When, behold, from the canvass descenduig, vppmt 
Fair Ellen, in person more lovely than . e'ec, 
With grace more than ever divine ! 



BOSALOB. 



Oh, ponr upon my soul again 
That sad, unearthly strain, 

That seems from other worlds to plain ; 

Thus falling, falHng from afar, 

As tf some melancholy star 

Had mingled with her light tier sighs 
And dropped them from the Sdes. 

Ko-HMver came from aught below 

This melody of wo. 
That makes my heart to^yverflow 
As from a thousand gushing springs 
Unknown before ; that with it brings 
This nameless light^f Ught it bo^ 

That veils the world I see. 

For all I see around me wears 
The hue of other spheres ; 
And something blent of smiles and teais 
Comes from the very air I breathe. 
Oh, nothing, sure, the stars beneath. 
Can mould a sadness like to this^r 
So like angelic bliss. 

fio, «t that dreamy hour of day 
When the last lingering ray 

SItojpB on the highest cdoud to play-T*- 

80 thought the gentle Rosalie 

As on her maiden revery 

jFlrst CeU the strain of him who stol^ 
)a music to her souL 
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Richard H. Dana. 

MUBDBR OF A SPANISH LADT BT A PIBATB. 

A sound is in the Pyrenees ! 

Whirling and dark, comes roaring down 

A tide, as of a thousand seas, 

Sweeping both cowl and crown. 
On field and vineyard thick and red it stood. 
Spain's streets and palaces are full of blood; 

And wrath and terror shake the land ; 

The peaks shine clear in watchfire lights ; 

Soon comes the tread of that stout band — 

Bold Arthur and his knights. 
Awake ye. Merlin ! Hear the shout from Spain! 
The spell is broke ! Arthur is come again ! 

Too late for thee, thou young, fair bride ; 

The lips are cold, the brow is pale, 

That thou didst Mss in love and pride. 

He cannot hear thy wail, [sound—- 

Whom thou didst lull with fondly murmuir'd 
His couch is cold and lonely in the ground. 

He fell for Spain— her Spain no more ; 

For he was gone who made it dear ; 

And she would seek some distant shore, 

At rest from strife and fear, 
And wait amid her sorrows till the day 
His voice of love should call her thence away. 

Lee feign'd him grieved, and bow'd him low. 

^Twould joy his heart could he but aid 

So good a lady in her wo. 

He meekly, smoothly said. 
With wealth and servants she is soon aboard. 
And that white steed she rode beside her lord. 

Gd 
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The sun goes down upon the sea ; 

The shadows gather round her home. 

^ How like a paU are ye to me ! 

My home, how like a tomb ! 
Oh ! blow, ye flowers of Spain, above his head : 
Ye will not blow o'er me when I am dead.^' 

And now the stara are bttimag bri^ ; 

Yet still she lodes towards the shore, 

Beyond the waters black in night. 

*' I ne'er shaU see thee more ! 
Ye're many, wares, yet lonely seems year ^am^ 
And I'm alone — scarce know I where I go.'' 

Sleep, sleep, thou sad one, on the sea ! 

The wash cjf waters lulls thee now ; 

His arm qo more will pillow thee, 

Thy hand upon his brow. 
He is not near, to )iush thee or to save. 
The ground is hiat, the s^a must be thy grave* 

The moon comes up, the night goes on. 

Why in the shadow of the mast. 

Stands that dark, thoughtful man alcwe ! 

Thy pledge, man ; keep it fast ! 
Bethink thee of her youth and sorrows, Lee : 
Helpless alone— and then her trust in thee ! 

When told the hardships thou hadst bom^i 

Her words were to thee like a charm. 

With uncheer'd grief her heart is worn. 

Thou wilt not do her harm ! 
He looks out on the sea that sleeps in li^ht. 
And growls an oath : " It is too still to-night !* 

He sleeps ; but dreams of massy gold. 
And heaps of pearl. He stretch'd his hands. 
He hears a voice : " lU man, withhold.** 
A pale one near him stands : 

Her breath comes deathly cold upon his cheek ; 

Her touch ia cold. He wakes vrith piercing diriek« 
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He wakes ; bat no relentings wake 

Within his angry, restless sonL 

** ^^at, shall a ^am Matt's pntpose shake T 

The gold will make all whole. 
Thy merchant trade had nigh immann'd thee, lad ! 
What balk ihy chanee because a woman's s«d V* 

He cannot look on her mild eye** 

Her patient words his s^nrit (juelL 

Witmn ihaX evil heart there he 

i%ie hates and fears of hell. 
ffis speech is short ; he wears a suily brow. 
There's none will hear her shriek. What fear ye 
nowl 

The workings of tiie son! ye fear; 

Ye fear the power that goodness hath $ 

Ye fear the Unseen One, ever near, 

Walking his ocean path. 
Fnim out the silent void there comes a crt : 
*' Vengeance is mine! Lost man, thy doom is 
nigh!** 

Nor dread of ever^nring wo, 

Nor the sea's awful solitude, 

Qan make thee, wretch, thy crime for^fo. 

Then, blood]^ hand^— to blood ! 
The scud is drivmg wildly over head ; 
TtkH stars bum dim; the ocean moans its dead. 

Moan for the living— moan our sinsH- 

Tlie wrath of man, more fierce than thine. 

Hark ! stQl thy waves ! Tlie work begins : 

He makes the deadly sign. 
Hie crew glide down like shadows. Ejre and hand 
Speak fearful meanings through that silent bend. 

They're gone. The helmsman stands aloi^e. 
And one leans idly o'er the bow. 
8tiU as a tomb the ship keeps on ; 
Jfor aonncl nor stirring now. 
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Hnsh, hark ! as from the centre of the deep. 
Shrieks ! fiendish yells ! They stab them m their 
sleep. 

The scream of rage, the groan, the strife, 
The blow, the gasp, the horrid cry. 
The panting, stifled prayer for life, 
The dying^s heaving sigh, [^are, 

The murderer's curse, the dead man's fix'df still 
And Fear's, and Death's cold sweat — ^they all are 
there! 

On pale, dead men, on burning cheek. 
On quick, fierce eyes, brows hot and damp, 
On hands that with the warm blood reek, 
Shines the dim cabin lamp. 

Lee look'd. '' They sleep so sound," he laughing 
said, 

** They'll scarcely wake for mistress or for maid.** 

A crash ! They've forced the door ; and then 
One long, long, shrill, and piercing scream 
Comes thrilling through the growl of men. 
'TIS hers ! Oh God, redeem [child! 

From worse than death thy suffering, helpless 
Thai dreadful cry again — sharp, sharp, and wild! 

It ceased. With speed o' th' lightning's flash, 
A loose-robed form, with streaming hair, 
Shoots by. A leap ! a quick, short splash ! 
lis gone ! There's nothing there ! 

The waves have swept away the bubbling tide. 

Bnght-crested waves, how proudly on ye ride ! 

She's sleeping in her silent cave. 
Nor hears the stem, loud roar above, 
' Or strife of man on land or wave. 

Young thing ! thy home of love 
Thou soon hast reach'd ! Fair, unpolluted thing. 
They harm'd thee not ! Was dying suflering % 
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■Qh, no ! To live when joy was dead ; 

.To go with one, lone, pining thought — 

To moarnlul love thy being wed— 

Feeling what death had wrought ; 
To lifVA Uke child of wo, yet shed no tear, 
Bear mndoess, and yet ehare no joy nor fear; 

To look on man, and deem it strange 
That .he on things of earth should broodj 
When all its throng'd and busy range 
TV) thee was solitude — 
Oh, this was bitterness ! Death came and presdM 
Thy wearied lids, and brought thy sick heart rest 
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flimBAHD fflid wife ! No converse now ye hold* 
As once ye did in your young days of love, 
Ou its auirms, its anxious hours, delays. 
Its silent meditations, its glad hopes, 
Its fears, itapaAiefice, quiet sympathies ; 
Nor do ye speak of joy aseiued, and Idiss 
Full, cevtuiiif -and possessed. Domestic cares 
Gall yjaa not now together. £amest talk 
On wNit your children may be, moves you jotot 
iSeiie im ffilenee, «nd an awful silence ; 
rris not like that in which ye rested onee 
Most happyi-^rsBence Eloquent, when heart 
With heart held ^ech, and your mystedousiranes, 
Harmonious, sensitive, at every beat 
Touch'd tlie soft notes of love. 

Stillness profomid, 
Insensible, unheeding, folds you round ; 
And darkness, as a stone, has seal'd you in. 
Away from all the living, here ye rest : 
In all the nearness of the narrow tona^ 
Yet feel ye not each other's presence now. 
Dread fellowship ! together, yet alone. 
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Is this thy prison-house, thy grave, then, Love ? 
And doth death cancel the great bond that holds 
Commingling spirits ? Are thoughts that know no 

bounds. 
But, self-inspired, rise upward, searching out 
The eternal Mind— the Father of all thought — 
Are they become mere tenants of a tomb ? 
Dwellers in darkness, who th^ illuminate realms 
Of uncreated light have visited and lived ? 
Lived in the dreadful splendour of that throne, 
Which One, with gentle hand the veil of flesh 
Lifting, that hung 'twixt man and it, reveal'd 
In glory 1 throne, before which even now 
Our souls, moved by prophetic power, bow down 
Rejoicing, yet at their own natures awed ? 
Souls that Thee know by a mysterious sense. 
Thou awful, unseen presence — are they quenched, 
Or bum they on, hid from our mortal eyes 
By that bright day which ends not, as the sun 
His robe of light flings roimd the gUttering stars ! 

And with our frames do perish all our loves % 
Do those that took their root and put forth buds, 
And their soft leaves unfolded in the warmth 
Of mutual hearts, grow up and live in beauty, 
Then fade and faU, like fair unconscious flowers I 
Are thoughts and passions that to the tongue gim 

speech. 
And make it send forth winning harmonies, 
That to the cheek do give its hving glow, 
And vision in the eye the soul intense 
With that for which there is no utterance — 
Are these the body's accidents ? no more % 
To live in it, and when that dies, go out 
Like the burnt taper's flame ? 

Oh, listen, man! 
A voice within us speaks that startling word, 
" Man, thou shalt never die !" Celestial voices 
Hymn it unto our souls : according harps, 
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By angel fingers touched when the mild stars 

Of morning sang together, sound forth stiU 

The song of our great immortality : 

Thick clustering orbs, and this our fair domain, 

The taU, dark mountains, and the deep-toned seas, 

Join in this solemn, universal song. 

Oh, listen, ye, our spirits ; drink it in 

From all the air ! 'Tis in the gentle moonlight ; 

'Tis floating midst day's setting glories ; Night, 

Wrapped in her sable robe, with silent step 

Comes to our bed and breathes it in our ears : 

Night, and the dawn, bright day, and thoughtful eve, 

AU time, aU bounds, the limitless expanse. 

As one vast mystic instrument, are touched 

By an unseen, living Hand, and conscious chords 

Quiver with joy in this great jubilee. 

The d3ring hear it ; and as sounds of earth 

Grow duU and distant, wake their passing souls 

To mingle in this heavenly harmony. 

Why is it that 1 linger round this tomb ? 
What holds it 1 Dust that cumber'd those I mourn. 
They shook it off, and laid aside earth's robes, 
And put on those of light. They're gone to dwell 
In love — ^their God's and angels'. Mutual love, 
Thai bound them here, no longer needs a speech 
For full communion; nor sensations strong, 
Within the breast, their phson, strive in vain 
To be set free, and meet their kind in joy. 
Changed to celestials, thoughts that rise in each, 
By natures new, impart themselves, though silent. 
Each quick'ning sense, each throb of holy love. 
Affections sanctified, and the full glow 
Of being, which expand and gladden one, 
By union all mysterious, thriU and live 
In both immortal frames : Sensation all, 
And thought, pervading, mingling sense and thought! 
Ye pair'd, yet one ! wrapped in a consciousness 
Twofold, yet single — ^this is love, this life ! 
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Why call we, then, the square-built monumeoty 
The upright column, and the low4aid slab, 
Tokens of death, memorials of decay ? 
Stand in this solemn, still assembly, man, 
And learn thy proper nature ; for thou see'st. 
In these shaped stones and letter'd tables, figures 
Of nfe : More are they to thy soul than those 
Which he who talk'd on Sinai's mount with God 
Brought to the old Judeans — ^types are these, 
Of thine eternity. 

I thank thee. Father, 
That at this simple grave, on which the dawn 
Is breaking, emblem of that day which hath 
No close. Thou kindly unto my daA mind 
Hast sent a sacred light, and that away 
From this green hillock, whither I had come 
In sorrow. Thou art leading me in joy.~ 



DAYBREAK. 



'*Tfa» Pilgrim they laid in a large upper chamber, wboeewiii^ 
dow opened towards the sun rising : tne name of the chamber 
was Peace ; where he slept till break of day, and then he awoke 
and sang." — The PUgrim^a Progress, 

Now, brighter than the host that all night long, 
In fiery armour, up the heavens high 
Stood watch, thou comest to wait the moming^s song. 
Thou comest to tell me day again is nigh. 
Star of the dawning, cheerful is thine eye; 
And yet in the broad day it must grow dim. 
Thou seem'st to look on me, as asking why 
My mourning eyes vrith silent tears do swini ; 
Thou bid'st me turn to God, and seek my rest in Him. 

" Canst thou grow sad," thou say'st, " as earth ^ws 
And sigh, when little birds begin discourse [bright % 
In quick, low voices, ere the streaming light 
?ours on their nests, as sprung from day's fresh. 
source? 
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With creatures innocent thou must perforce 
A sharer be, if that thine heart be pure. 
And holy hour like this, save sharp remorse, 
Of ills and pains of life must be the cure, 
And breathe in kindred calm, and teach thee to en- 
dure." 

I feel its calm. But there's a sombrous hue 
Along that eastern cloud of deep, dull red ; 
Nor glitters yet the cold and heavy dew ; 
And all the woods and hilltops stand outspread 
With dusky lights, which warmth nor comfort shed. 
Still — save the biii that scarcely lifts its song — 
TTie vast world seems the tomb of all the dead — 
The silent city emptied of its throng. 
And ended, all alike, grief, mirth, love, hate, and 
wrong. 

But Wrong, and hate, and love, and grief, and mirth 
Will quicken soon ; and hard, hot toil and strife. 
With headlong purpose, shake this sleeping earth 
With discord strange, and all that man calls hfe. 
With thousand scattered beauties nature's rife ; 
And airs, and woods, and streams breathe harmonies : 
Man weds not these, but taketh art to wife ; 
Nor binds his heart with soft and kindly ties : 
He, feverish, blinded, hves, and, feverish, sated, dies. 

And His because man useth so amiss 

Her dearest blessings, Nature seemeth sad ; 

Else why should she in such fresh hour as this 

Not hft the veil, in revelation glad. 

From her fair face ? It is that man is mad ! 

Then chide me not, clear star, that I repine 

When Nature grieves : nor deem this heart is bad. 

Thou look'st towards earth ; but yet the heavens are 

thine. 
While I to earth am bomid : When will the heavens 

be mine 1 

R 
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If man would but his finer nature learn, 
And not in life fantastic lose the sense 
Of simpler things ; could Nature's features stem 
Teach him be thoughtful ; then, with soul intense, 
I should not yearn for God to take me hence, 
But bear my lot, albeit in spirit bow'd, 
Remembering humbly why it is, and whence : 
But when I see cold man^ of reason proud, 
My sohtude is sad — I'm lonely in the crowd. 

But not for this alone, the silent tear 
Steals to mine eyes, while looking on the mom, . 
Nor for this solemn hour : fresh hfe is near ; 
But all my joys ! they died when newly bom. 
Thousands will wake to joy ; while I, forlom, 
And, like the stricken dear, with sickly eye, [torn ; 
ShaU see them pass. Breathe calm — ^my spirit's 
Ye holy thoughts, lift up my soul on high ! [nigh. 
Ye hopes of things imseen, the far-off world bring 

And when I grfeve, oh rather let it be 
That I, whom Nature taught to sit with her 
On her proud mountains, by her rolling sea ; 
Who, when the winds are up, with mighty stir 
Of woods and waters, feel the quick'ning spur 
To my strong spirit ; who, as mine own child, 
Do love the flower, and in the ragged bur^ 
A beauty see : that I this mother mild [and wildl 
Should leave, and go with care, and passions fierce 

How suddenly that straight and glittering shaft 
Shot 'thwart the earth ! In crown of living fire 
Up comes the Day ! As if they conscious quaflPd 
The sunny flood, hill, forest, city, spire 
Laugh in the wakening light. Go, vain Desire ! 
Tlie dusky lights have gone ; go thou thy way ! 
And pining Discontent, hke them, expire ! 
Be call'd my chamber. Peace, when ends the day ; 
And let me with the dawn, like PiLaRiM, sing and 
pray! 
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Nathaniel P. Willis. 

THE BAPTISM OF CHRIST. 

It was a green spot in the wildemesS) 
Touched by the river Jordan. The dark pine 
Never had dropp'd its tassels on the moss 
Tufting the leaning bank, nor on the grass 
Of the broad circle stretching evenly 
To the straight larches, had a heavier foot 
Than the wfld heron's trodden. Softly in 
Through a long aisle of willows, dim and cool, 
Stole the dear waters with their muffled feet, 
And hushing as they spread into the light, 
Circled the edges of the pebbled tank 
Slowly, then rippled through the woods away. 

Hither had come th' apostle of the wild. 
Winding the river's course. 'Twas near the flush 
Of eve, and, with a multitude around. 
Who from th6 cities had come out to hear. 
He stood breast high amid the running stream, 
Baptizing as the Spirit gave him power. 
His sim^e raiment was of camel's hair, 
A leathern girdle close about his loins. 
His beard unshorn, and his daily meat 
The locust and wild honey of the wood ; 
But like the face of Moses on the mount 
Shone his rapt countenance, and in his eye 
Bum'd the mild fire of love, as he spoke 
The ear lean'd to him, and persuasion swift 
To tkediain'd spirit of the listener stole. 

Silent upon the green and sloping bank 
The people sat, and while the leaves were shook 
With the birds dropping early to their nests. 
And the gray eve came on, within their hearts 
They mused if he were Christ. The ripphng stream 
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Still tum'd its silver courses from his breast 
As he divined their thought. " I but baptize," 
He said, " with water ; but there cometh One 
The latchet of whose shoes I may not dare 
Even to unloose. He will baptize with fire 
And with the Holy Ghost." And lo ! while yet 
The words were on his lips, he raised hi^ eyes, 
And on the bank stood Jesus. He had laid 
His raiment off, and with his loins alone 
Girt with a mantle, and his perfect limbs. 
In their angelic slightness, meek and bare, 
He waited to go in. But John forbade. 
And hurried to his feet and stayed him there, 
And said, '* Nay, Master ! I have need of tkincf 
Not thou of mine /" And Jesus, with a smile 
Of heavenly sadness, met his earnest looks, 
And answered, " Suffer it to be so now ; 
For thus it doth become me to fulfil 
All righteousness." And, leaning to the streaih, 
He took around him the apostle's arm, 
And drew him gently to the midst. 

The wood 
Was thick ivith the dim twilight as they came 
Up from the water. With his clasp'd hands 
Laid on his breast, th' apostle silently 
Followed his Master's steps ; when lo ! a light, 
Bright as the tenfold glory of the sun, 
Yet lambent as the softly burning stars, 
Enveloped them, and from the heavens away 
Parted the dim blue ether like a veil ; 
And as a voice, fearful exceedingly, 
Broke from the midst, *' This is mt much-lovbd son. 
In whom I AM WELL PLEASED," a snow-whltc dove. 
Floating upon its wings, descended through, 
And, shedding a swift music from its plumes. 
Circled and fluttered to the Saviour's breast» 
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SPfiWCl. 

*'L'oiidii del mar divisa 
Bagm la valle e I'montd, 

Va passegiera 

In name, 

Va prigionera 

In fonte, 
Mormora sempre e geme 
Fin che non toma al mar.^' 

MSTABtAVIO. 

Thb SpnBg is here, the delicate-footed May, 
Witn its slight fingers full of leaves and flowen. 

And with it comes a thirst to be away, 
Wasting in wood-paths its voluptuous hours : 

A feeling that is like a sense of wings, 

Restless to soar above these perishii^ things. 

We pass out from the city^s feverish hum. 
To find refreshment in the silent woods ; 

And Nature, that is beautiful and dumb, 
like a cool sleep upon the pulses broods : 

Yet even there a restless thought will steal, 

To teach the indolent heart it still mast feel. 

Strange, that the audible stillness of the noon. 
The waters tripping with their silver feet. 

The tlurmng to the li^t leaves in June, 
And the nght whisper as their ed^es meet ; 

Strange, that they fill not, with their tranquil t(md, 

The spirit, walking in their midst alone. 

There^s no contentment in a world like this. 
Save in forgetting the immortal dream ; 

We may not gaze upon the stars of bliss. 
That throogh the cloud-rifts radiantly stream ; 

Bird-like, the prisoned soul wiU lift its eye, 

And pme till it is hooded from the sky. 

Hd 
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APBIL. 

*' A yiolet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye, 

Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky." 

Wordsworth. 

I HAYi found violets. April hath come on, 
And the cool winds feel softer, and the rain 
Falls in the beaded drops of summer time. 
You may hear birds at morning, and at eve 
The tame dove lingers till the twilight falls, 
Cooing upon the eaves, and drawing in 
His beautiful bright neck, and, from the hills, 
A murmur IUlc &e hoarseness of the sea 
TeUs the release of waters, and the earth 
Sends up a pleasant smell, and the dry leaves 
Are lifted by the grass ; and so I know 
That Nature, with her deUcate ear, hath heard 
The dropping of the velvet foot of Spring. 
Take of my violets ! I found them where 
The liquid South stole o'er them, on a bank 
That leaned to running water. There's to me 
A daintiness about these early flowers 
That touches me like poetry. They blow 
With such a simple loveliness among 
The common herbs of pasture, and breathe out 
Their lives so unobtrusively, ]ike hearts 
Whose beatings are too gentle for the world. 
I love to go in the capricious days 
Of April and hunt violets ; when the rain 
Is in the blue cups trembling, and they nod 
So gracefully to the kisses of the wind. 
It may be deem'd too idle, but the young 
Read nature like the manuscript of heaven, 
And call the flowers its poetry. Cro out ! 
Ye spirits of habitual unrest. 
And read it when the " fever of the world" 
Hath made your hearts impatient, and, if lif(» 
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Hath yet one spring unpoisoned, it will be 
Like a beguiling music to its flow, 
And you will no more wonder that I love 
To hunt for violets in the April time. 



THB BELFRY PIGEON. 



Mine eyes are sick of this perpetual flow 
Of people, and my heart of one sad thought.*' 

Shbllbt. 

On the cross beam under the Old South bell 
The nest of a pigeon is builded well. 
In summer and winter that bird is there, 
Out and in with the morning air : 
I love to see him track the street, 
With his wary eye and active feet ; 
And I often watch him as he springs, 
Circling the steeple with easy wings. 
Till across the dial his shade has passed, 
And the belfry edge is gained at last. 
'TIS a bird I love, vnth its brooding note, 
And the trembling throb in its mottled throat ; 
There^s a human look in its swelling breast, 
And the gentle curve of its lowly crest ; 
And I often stop with the fear I feel — 
He runs so close to the rapid wheel. 

Whatever is rung on that noisy bell- 
Chime of the hour or funeral knell — 
The dove in the belfry must hear it well. 
When the tongue swings out to the midnight moon—* 
When the sexton cheerly rings for noon — 
When the clock strikes clear at morning light — 
When the child is waked with " nine at ni^t"— 
When the chimes play soft in the Sabbath air, 
Filling the spirit with tones of prayer — 
Whatever tsue in the bell is he^. 
He broods on his folded feet unstiireds 
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Or rising half in his rounded nest, 
He takes the time to smooth his hreast, 
Then drops again with iihned eyes, 
And sleeps as the last vibration dies. 

Sweet bird ! I would that I could be 

A hermit in the crowd like thee ! - 

With wings to fly to wood and glen, 

Thy lot, like mine, is cast with men ; 

And dailjr, with unwilling feet, 

I tread, hke thee, the crowded street ; 

But, unlike me, when day is o^er. 

Thou canst dismiss the world and soar, 

Or, at a half-felt wish for rest. 

Canst smooth thy feathers on thy breast. 

And drop, forgetful, to thy nest. 

I would that in such wings of gold 

I could my weary heart upfold ; 

I would I could look down unmoved 

(Unloving as I am unloved). 

And while the world throngs on beneath, 

Smooth down my cares ana calmly breathe | 

And never sad with others' sadness. 

And never glad with others' gladness, 

Listen, unstirred, to knell or chime, 

And, lapp'd in quiet, bide my time. 



JosBPH Rodman Drake. 

JOUBNSY OF THS OULPB» FAT. 

Tbx gobHn marked his monarch well ; 

He spake not, but he bowed him low, 
Then plucked a crimson colen-bell. 

And turned him round in act to go. 
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The way is long, he cannot fly, 

His soiled wing has lost its power, 
And he winds adown the mountain high, 

For many a sore and weary hour. 
Through dreary beds of tangled fern, 
Through groves of nightshade dark and dem. 
Over the grass and through the brake. 
Where toils the ant and sleeps the snake ; 

Now o'er the violet's azure flush 
He skips along in lightsome mood ; 

And now he thrids the bramble bush, 
Till its points are dyed in fairy blood. 
He has leaped the bog, he has pierced the brier, 
He has swum the brook, and waded the mire, 
Till his spirits sank, and his limbs grew wes^, 
And the red waxed fainter in his cheek. 
He had fallen to the ground outright. 

For rugged and dim was his onward track, 
But there came a spotted toad in sight. 

And he laughed as he jumped upon her back : 
He bridled her mouth with a silk-weed twist ; 

He lashed her sides with an osier thong ; 
And now, through evening's dewy mist. 

With leap and st)ring they bound along. 
Till the mountain's mag^c verge is pass'd, 
And the beach of sand is reached at last. 

Soft and pale is the moony beam. 
Moveless still the glassy stream. 
The wave is clear, the beach is bright 

With snowy shells and sparkling stones ; 
The shore-surge comes in ripples fight. 

In murmurings faint and distant moans ; 
And ever afar in the silence deep 
Is heard the splash of the sturgeon's leap. 
And the bend of his graceful bow is seen— 
A glittering arch of silver sheen. 
Spanning the wave of burnished blue, 
Ajid dripping with gems of the river dew. 
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The elfin cast a glance around. 

As he lifted down from his courser toad, 
Then roui^ his breast his wings he wound, 

And close to the river^s brink he strode ; 
He sprang on a rock, he breathed a prayer, 

Above his head his arms he threw, 
Then tossed a tiny curve in air, 

And headlong plunged in the waters blue. 

Up sprung the spirits of the waves. 

From sea-silk beds in their coral caves. 

With snail-plate armour snatched in haste. 

They speed their way through the liquid waste ; 

Some are rapidly borne along 

On the mailed shrimp or the prickly prong, 

Some on the blood-red leeches glide, 

Some on the stony starfish ride, 

Some on the back of ^the lancing squab, 

Some on the sideling soldier-crab ; 

And some on the jellied quarl, that flings 

At once a thousand streamy stings — 

They cut the wave with the living oar, 

And hurry on to the moonlight shore. 

To guard their realms and chase away 

The footsteps of the invading Fay. 

Fearlessly he skims along. 
His hope is high and his limbs are strong, 
He spreads his arms like the swallow's wing. 
And throws his feet with a frog-like fling i 
His locks of gold on the waters shine. 

At his breast the tiny foam-beads rise, 
His back gleams bright above the brine, 

And the wake-line foam behind him lies. 
But the water-sprites are gathering near« 

To check his course along the tide ; 
Their warriors come in swift career, 

And hem him round on every side ; 
On his thigh the leech has fixed his hold. 
The quarl^ long arms are round him roU'd, 
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The prickly prong has pierced his skin, 

And the squab has thrown his javelin ; 

The gritty star has rubbed him raw, 

And the crab has struck with his giant claw ; 

He howls with rage, and he shrieks with pain, ' 

He strikes around, but his blows are vain ; 

Hopeless is the unequal fight. 

Fairy ! naught is le^ but flight. 

He turned him round and fled amain 

With hurry and dash to the beach again , 

He twisted over from side to side, 

And laid his cheek to the cleaving tide. 

The strokes of his plunging arms are fleet, 

And with all his might he flings his feet, 

But the water-sprites are round him still. 

To cross his path and wQrk him ill. 

They bade the wave before him rise ; 

They flung the sea-fire in his eyes. 

And they stunned his ears with the scallop stroke, 

With the porpoise heave and the drumfish croak. 

Oh ! but a weary wight was he 

When he reached the foot of the dogwood tree : 

Gashed and wounded, and stiff and sore, 

He laid him down on the sandy shore ; 

He blessed the force of the charmed hne, 

And he banned the water-goblins' spite. 
For he saw around in the sweet moonshine. 
Their little wee faces above the brine, 
, Giggling and laughing with all their might 

At the piteous hap of the Fairy wight. 

Soon he gathered the balsam dew 

From the sorrel leaf and the henbane bud ; 
Over each wound the balm he drew, 

And with cobweb lint he stanched the blood. 
The mild west wind was soft and low. 
It cooled the heat of his burning brow. 
And he felt new life in his sinews shoot. 
As he drank the juice of the cal'mus root: 
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And now he treads the fatal shore, 
As fresh and vigorous as before. 

Wrapped in musing stands the sprite : 
'Tis in the middle wane of night, 

His task is hard, his way is far, 
But he must do his errand right 

Ere dawning mounts her beamy car, 
And rolls her chariot wheels of light ; 
And vain are the spells of fairy-land, 
He must work with a human hand. 

He cast a saddened look around, 

But he felt new joy his bosom swell. 
When, glittering on the shadowed ground. 

He saw a purple muscle shell ; 
Thither he ran, and he bent him low. 
He heaved at the stem and he heaved at the bow* 
And he pushed her over the 3rielding sand, 
Till he came to the verge of the haunted land. 
She was as lovely a pleasure boat 

As ever fairy had paddled in. 
For she glowed with purple paint without, 

And shone with silvery pe^rl within ; 
A sculler's notch in the stern he made. 
An oar he shaped of the bootle blade ; 
Then sprung to his seat with a lightsome step, 
And launched afar on the calm blue deep. 

The imps of the river yell and rave ; 
They had no power above the wave. 
But they heaved the billow before the prow. 

And they dashed the surge against her side, 
And they struck her keel with jerk and blow, 

Till the gunwale bent to the rocking tide. 
She wimpled about in the pale moonbeam, 
Like a feather that floats on a wind-tossed stream ; 
And momently athwart her track 
The quarl upreared his island back, 
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And the fluttering scallop behind would foat, 
An4 patter the water about the boat ; 
But he bailed her out with his colen-bell, 

And he kept her trimmed with a wary tread. 
While on every side like lightning fell 

The heavy strokes of his bootle-blade. 

Onward still he held his way, 

Till he came where the column of moonshine lay 

And saw beneath the surface dim 

The brown-backed sturgeon slowly swim : 

Around him were the goblin train ; 

But he sculled with all his might and main, 

And followed wherever the sturgeon led, 

Till he saw him upward point his head ; 

Then he dropped his paddle blade, 

And held his colen goblet up 

To catch the drop in its crimson cup. 

With sweeping tkil and quiyerihg fin, 

Tlirough the wave the sturgeon flew. 
And, fike the heaven-shot javelin, 

He sprung above the waters blue. 
Instant as the star-fall light, 

He plunged him in the deep again. 
But left an arch of silver bright, 

The rainbow of the moon3r main. 
It was a strange and lovely sight 

To see the puny goblin there ; 
He seemed an angel form of light. 

With azure vnng and sunny hair. 

Throned on a cloud of purple fair. 
Circled with blue and edged with white, 
And sitting at the fall of even 
Beneath tne bow of summer heaven. 

A moment, and its lustre fell ; 

But, ere it met the billow blue. 
He caught within his crimson bell 

A droplet of its sparkling dew— 
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Joy to thee, Fay ! thy task is done, 
Thy wings are pure, for the gem is won : 
Cheerily ply thy dripping oar. 
And haste away to the elfin shore. 



BRONX. 



I SAT me down upon a green bank-side. 
Skirting the smooth edge of a gentle river. 

Whose waters seemed unwillingly to glide, 
Like parting friends who linger while they sever ; 

Enforced to go, yet seeming still unready. 

Backward they wind their way in many a wistful 
eddy. 

Gray o'er my head the yellow-vested willow 
Ruffled its hoary top in the fresh breezes. 

Glancing in light, like spray on a green billow. 
Or the fine frostwork which young winter freezes ; 

When first his power in infant pastime trying, 

Congeals sad autumn's tears on the dead branches 
lying. 

^rom rocks around hung the loose ivy dangling, 
And in the clefts sumach of liveliest green. 

Bright ising-stars the Uttle beach was spangling, 
The gold-cup sorrel from his gauzy screen 

Shone like a fairy crown, enchased and beaded. 

Left on some mom, when light flashed in their eyes 
unheeded. 

The humbird shook his sun-touch'd wings around. 
The bluefinch caroll'd in the still retreat; 

The antic squirrel capered on the ground 
Where lichens made a carpet for his feet : 

Through the transparent waves, the ruddy minkle 

Shot up in glimmering sparks his red fin's tiny twin- 
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There were dark cedars with loose mossy tresses, 
White powdered dog-trees, and sti£f holUes flaunt- 

Gandy as rustics in their May-day dresses, [ing 
Blue peUoret from purple leaves upslanting 

A modest gaze, like eyes of a young maiden 

Shining beneath dropped lids the evening of her 
wedding. 

The breeze fresh springing from the lips of mom, 

Kissing the leaves, and sighing so to lose 'em, 
The winding of the merry locust's horn, [som : 
The glad spring gushing from the rock's bare bo- 
Sweet sights, sweet sounds, all sights, all sounds ex- 
ceUing, [ing. 

Oh ! 'twas a ravishing spot formed for a poet's dwefi- 

And did I leave thy loveliness, to stand 
Again in the dull world of earthly blindness ? 

Pained with the pressure of unfriendly hands. 
Sick of smooth looks, agued with ic3r kindness t 

Left I for this thy shades, where none intrude, 

To prison wandering thought and mar sweet solitude ! 

Yet I will look upon thy face again, 
My own romantic Bronx, and it wiU be 

A face more pleasant than the face of men. 
Thy waves are old companions, I shall see 

A well-remembered form in each old tree. 

And hear a voice long loved in thy wild minstrelsy 
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A 810BBD MELODY. 

Ir yon bright stars which gem the night 
Be each a blissful dwelling sphere, 

Where kindred spirits reunite, 

Wliom death has torn asunder here ; 
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Thy wings are pure, for the gem is won : 
Cheerily ply thy dripping oar, 
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I SAT me down upon a green bank-side. 
Skirting the smooth edge of a gentle river, 

Whose waters seemed unwillingly to glide. 
Like parting friends who linger while they sever ; 

Enforced to go, yet seeming still unready. 

Backward they wind their way in many a wistful 
eddy. 

Gray o'er my head the yellow-vested willow 
Ruffled its hoary top in the fresh breezes. 

Glancing in light, like spray on a green billow, 
Or the fine frostwork which young winter freezes ; 

When first his power in infant pastime trying, 

Congeals sad autumn's tears on the dead branches 
lying. 

Trom rocks around hung the loose ivy dangling, 
And in the clefts sumach of liveliest green. 

Bright ising-stars the Uttle beach was spangUng, 
The gold-cup sorrel from his gauzy screen 

Shone like a fairy crown, enchased and beaded. 

Left on some mom, when h'ght flashed in their eyes 
unheeded. 

The humbird shook his sun-touch'd wings around, 
The bluefinch caroll'd in the still retreat; 

The antic squirrel capered on the ground 
Where lichens made a carpet for his feet : 

Through the transparent waves, the ruddy minkle 

Shot up in glimmering sparks his red fin's tiny twin- 



WILLIAM LEG6STT. 99 

There were dark cedars with loose mossy tresses, 
White powdered dog-trees, and stiff holHes flaunt- 

Gaudy as rustics in their May-day dresses, [ing 
Blue pelloret from purple leaves upslanting 

A modest gaze, like eyes of a young maiden 

Shining beneath dropped lids the evening of her 
wedding. 

The breeze fresh springing from the lips of mom, 

Kissinff the leaves, and sighing so to lose 'em. 
The winding of the merry locust's horn, [som : 
The glad spring gushing from the rock's bare bo- 
Sweet sights, sweet sounds, all sights, £dl sounds ex- 
ceUing, [ing. 

Oh ! 'twas a ravishing spot formed for a poet's dwefl- 

And did I leave thy loveliness, to stand 
Again in the dull world of earthly blindness t 

Pained with the pressure of unfriendly hands, 
Sick of smooth looks, agued with ic^r kindness ! 

Left I for this th^ shades, where none intrude, 

To prison wandering thought and mar sweet solitude ! 

Yet I will look upon thy face again, 
My own romantic Bronx, and it will be 

A face more pleasant than the face of men. 
Thy waves are old companions, I shall see 

A well-remembered form in each old tree. 

And hear a voice long loved in thy wild minstrelsy 
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A 810RKD MELODY. 

If yon bright stars which gem the night 
Be each a blissful dwelling sphere, 

Where kindred spirits reunite, 

Whom death has torn asunder here ; 
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How sweet it were at once to die, 

And leave this blighted orb afar- 
Mixed soul with soul, to deaye the sky, 
iUul soar away from star to star^ 

Bat oh ! how dark, how drear, how lone 

Would seem the brightest world of bliss, 
If, wandering through each radiant one, 

We failed to find the lored of this ! 
If there no more the ties should twine, 

Which deaths cold hand alone can seyer, 
Ah! then these stars in mockery shine. 

More hateful as they shine for eyer. 

It cannot be ! each hope and fear 

Thait lights the eve or clouds the brow,. 
Proclaims there is a nappier sphere 

Thaa this bleak world that holds us now I 
Xhex^ is a Yoicfe which spncow hears. 

When heaviest weighs life's galling chain; 
'^heaven that whia|)era, " Dry thy tears : 

The pure in heart shall meet again P' 
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Labitur et labetor. 

Thk thoughts are strange that crowd into my brain 
While I look upward to mee. It would seem 
As if God pour'd. thee from his '*hoUow hand," 
And hung ids bow upon thine awful front ; 
And spoke in that loud voice, which seemed to him 
Who dwQlt:in.Patmos for his Saviour's sake, 
'* The souQd of many waters ;" and had bade 
Thy flood to chronicle the ages back, 
And noUfb< Hi9 cent'rie^ i|i the e^rnal rocks. 
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Deep calleth unto deep. And what are we, 
That hear the question of that voice sublime ? 
Oh! what are aU the notes that ever rung 
From war's vain trumpet, by thy thundering side ! 
Yea, what is all the riot man can make 
In his short life, to thy unceasing roar ! 
And yet, bold babbler, what art thou to Him, 
"Who drown'd a world, and heapM the waters far 
Above its loftiest mountains 1 a light wave 
That breaks, and whispers of its Maker's might 



MB. MIBRT's lament FOR "LONG TOM." 

" Let 118 think of them that sleep, 
Full man^ a fathom deep, 
By thy wild and stonny steep, 
Jblsinore." 

Thy cruise is over now, 

Thou art anchor'd by the shore, 
And never more shalt thou 
Hear the storm around thee roar ; 
Death has shaken out the sands of thy glass. 
Now around thee sports the whale, 
And the porpoise snuffs the gade. 
And the night-winds wake their wail. 
As they pass. 

The sea-grass round thy bier 
Shall TOud beneath the tide, 
Nor tell the breakers near 
Where thy manly limbs abide ; 
But the granite rock thy tombstone shall be. 
Though the edges of thy grave 
Are the combings of the wave, 
Yet unheeded they shall rave 
Over thee. 

12 



▲t tiMt ]H9»ag: oC all hands, 

When the judgineot signal's i^vesd- 
Whea the islands, and the lands, 
And the seas give up their dead. 
And the south and the north shall come ; 
When the sinner is betray'd^ 
And the just man is afraid 
Then Heaven be. thy aid. 
Poor Tcmsu 



THE INDIAN 8T7MMBR. 

What is there G^d'ning in the Autumn leaves ! 
Have they that " green and yellow melancholy" 
That the sweet poet spake oi% Had he seen 
Our variegated woods, whea first the ih)st 
Turns into beauty all October's charms — 
When the dread fever quits us — when the storms 
Of the wild Equinox, with aU its wet, 
Has left the luM, as the firat dehige left it, 
With a bright bow of many colours hung 
Upon ihe forest tops-*be had not sighed* 

The moan stays loqg^t for the Hunter now : 
The trees cast down 4^ fruitagf^ and the blithe 
And busy squirrel hoards hi/| winter store : 
While man enjoys the breez;^ that sweeps along 
The bright blue sky above him, and that bends 
Magnificently all the ibresVs pride, 
Or whispers through the evergreens, and asks, 
^ What is there saddening i4 the Autugm leaves t*^ 



*'The dead leaves strow the forest wi^l):, 
And withered are the ^ale wildrflowers^ ; 

The frost hangs blackening on the stalk, 
The dewdrops fal] in frozen showers. 



Grone are the spring's green sprouting bowers, 
Grone summer's rich and mantling vines, 

And Autumn, with her yellow noors, 
On hill and plaki ua longeir shinea. 

I leam'd a clear and wild-toned note, 

That rose and swell'd from yonder tree • 
A gay bird, with too sweet a thro&t, 

There perch'd and raised her song for me. 

The wmter comes, and where is she % 
Away — where summer wings will, rove. 

Where buds are fresh, and every tree 
Is vocal with the notes of love. 

Too mild tke breath of southern sky^ 

Too firesh the flower that blushes thevfli 
The northern breeze that rusUes by. 

Finds leaves too green and buds too tail ; 

No Ibrest-tree stands stripped and bare, 
No stream beneath the ice is dead. 

No mountain-top, with sleety hw, 
Bends o'er the snows its reverend head. 

Go there with all the birds, and seek 

A happier clime, with livelier flight, 
Kiss, with the sun, the evening's cneeki 

And leave me lonely with the nighl* 

V\L gaze upon the cold north light, 
And mark where all its glories shone— 

See I — that it all is fair and brigl^ 
Feel^that it all iis cold and gone." 
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William Gilmore Simms. 

SCBIIB FROM ATALANTI8. 

Scene changes to the SMp — Leon reclining on a cushum 

— to him, enter Isabel. 

Isa. What wraps you thus, sweet brother? why 
so sad, 
When thus, so trimly, speeds our swan-like bark 
Upon the placid waters t You are sick, 
And in your eye a dim abstraction lies, 
Lacking all sense ; and, as it were, at search 
For airy speculations in the deep. 

Leon, Why, thou art right : a speculation true, 
For I behold naught that may speak for it. 
And tell me whence it comes. 

Isa. What is^t thou say'st ? 

Lean. Stay but a moment ! as I live, I heard it 
Steal by me, like the whispers of a lute 
From thy own lattice, Isabel. 

Isa. Heard what % 
What is it that thou speak'st of? 

Leon. A sound — a strain. 
Even as the softest music, heard afar. 
At twilight, o^er our Andalusian hills. 
From melancholy maiden, by me crept, 
But now, upon the waters. They were tones 
Slight as a spirit's whisperings ; and, as far 
As met my sense, they had a gentle voice, 
Tremulous as an echo faintly made, 
The replication of an infant's cry. 
Thrown back from some rude mountain. 

Isa. Thou dreamest. 
Whence should such music come t 

Leon. Ay, where or whence. 
But from some green-haired maiden of the sea 1 
If thou believ'st me, Isabel, 'tis true ; 
I heard it even now, and syllabled 
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Into familiar sounds, that conjured up 

My boyhood's earliest dreams : of isles, that lie 

In farthest depths of ocean ; girt witiii ail 

Of natural wealth and splendour— jewell'd isles^' 

Boundless in unimaginwle spoils. 

That earth is stranger to. 

Isa. Thou dreamest still : 
Thy boyhood's legends carry thee away. 
Till thou forgett'st the rai^ty difference [toils, 
'Twixt those two worlds — the one, where nature 
The other she but dreams oH 

Leon, I dream not : 
I heard it yisibly to the sense, and hark! 
It comes again : dost thou not hear it npw % 
List now, dear IsabeL 

Isa, I hear naught 

Leon, Surely I marked it then ; I could not dream : 
'Twas hke the winds amopg a bed of reeds. 
And spoke a deep, heart^melancholy sound. 
That made me sigh when I heard it. 

Isa, No more ! 
Thou art too led away by idle thoughts. 
Dear Leon ; and, I fear me, thou dost take 
Too much the colour of the passing cloud, 
FUUng thy heart with shadowings, that mislead 
Thy roying thoughts, already too much prone 
To empty spNBCulation. 

Leon, I said not wrong : 
My spirit trick'd me not : my sense was true. 
I hear it now a^ain. Far, rar off, fine — 
So delicate, as if some spirit form 
Were for the first time murmuring into Hfe, 
And this its first complaining. Hearken now— 
Nay, Isabel ! thou dost not longer doubt — 
Thy ears are traitors if they did not feel 
The music aa it came by us but now. 

Isa, I heaurd a murmur truly, but so slight, 
A breath of the wind might make it, or a sail 
Drawn suddenly. 
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Leon, Now, now, thou hast it there : 
Thou dost not longer question. It is there. 

Spirit sings* 

O'er the wide world of ocean 

My home is afar, 
Beyond its commotion, 

I laugh at its war ; 
Yet by destiny bidden, 

I cannot deny, 
All night I have ridden 

From my home in the sky. 

In the billow before thee 

My form is conceal'd. 
In the breath that comes o'er thee 

My thought is reveal'd ; 
Strown thickly beneath me 

The coral rocks grow. 
And the waves that enwreath me 

Are working thee wo. 

Leon. Did'st hear the strain it utter'd, Isabel % 

Isa, All, all ! It spoke, methought, of peril near. 
From rocks and wiles of the ocean : did it not ? 

Leon. It did, but idly ! Here can lurk no rocks ; 
For, by the chart which now before me lies, 
Thy own unpractised eye may well discern 
The wide extent of the ocean — shoreless all. 
The land, for many a league, to th' eastward hangs. 
And not a point beside it. 

Isa, Wherefore, then, 
Should come this voice of warning? 

Leon, From the deep : 
It hath its demons as the earth and air. 
All tributaries to the master-fiend 
That sets their springs in motion. This is one, 
That, doubting to mislead us, plants this wile, 
So to divert our course, that we may strike 
The very rocks he fain would warn us from. 
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Isa. A subtle sprite : and, now I think of it, 
Dost thou remember the old story told 
By Diaz Ortis, the lame mariner, 
Of an adventure in the Indian Seas, 
"Where he made one with John of Portugal, 
Touching a woman of the ocean wave, 
That swam beside the barque, and sang strange songs 
Of riches in the waters ; with a speech 
So winning on the senses, that the crew 
Grew all infected with the melody ; 
And, but for a good father of the church. 
Who made the sign of the cross, and offer'd up 
Befitting pray'rs, which drove the fiend away, 
They had been tempted by her cunning voice 
To leap into the ocean. 

Leon, I do, I do ! 
And, at the time, I do remember me, 
I made much mirth of the extravagant tale. 
As a deceit of the reason : the old man 
Being in his second childhood, and at fits 
Wild, as you know, on other themes than this. 

Isa, I never more shall mock at marvellous things, 
Such strange conceits hath after-time found true. 
That once were themes for jest. I shall not snule 
At the most monstrous legend. 

Leon, Nor will I : 
To any tale of mighty wonderment 
I shall bestow my ear, nor wonder more ; 
And every fancy that my childhood bred. 
In vagrant dreams of frolic, I shall look 
To have, without rebuke, my sense approve. 
Thus, like a little island in the sea. 
Girt in by perilous waters, and unknown 
To all adventure, may be yon same cloud. 
Specking, with fleecy bosom, the blue sky. 
Lit by the rising moon. There we may dream, 
And find no censure in an after day — 
Throng the assembled fairies, perch'd on beams, 
And riding on their way triumphantly. 
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There gather the coy spirits. Many a fay, 
^ Roving the silver sands of that same isle, 
' Floating in azure ether, plumes her wing 
Of ever-froUcsome fancy, and pursues — 
While myriads, like herself, do watch the chase — 
Some truant Bjlph, through the infinitude 
Of their uncircumscribed and rich domain. 
There sport they through the night, with mimicry 
Of strife and battle ; striking their tiny shields 
And gathering into combat ; meeting fierce. 
With Up compressed and spear aloft, and eye 
Glaring with fight and desperate circumstance ; 
Then sudden — ^in a moment all their wrath, 
Mellow'd to friendly terms of courtesy — 
Throwing aside the dread array, and finked, 
Each, in his foe's embrace. Then comes the dance 
The grateful route, the wild and musical pomp. 
The long procession o'er fantastic realms [nighty 
Of cloud and moonbeam, through th' enamomred 
Making it all one revel. Thus the eye. 
Breathed on by fancy, with enlarged scope, 
Through the protracted and deep hush of night 
May note the fairies, coursing the lazy hours 
In various changes and without fatigue. 
A fickle race, who tell their time by flow'rs. 
And live on zephjrrs, and have stars for lamps, 
And night-dews for ambrosia ; perch'd on beams. 
Speeding through space, even with the scattering 
On which they feed and frolic. [hght 

Isa, A sweet dream : 
had yet, si/ice this same tale we laughed at once, 
The story of old Ortis, is made soo£ — 
Perchance not all a dream. I will not doubt. 

Leon. And yet there may be, dress'd in subtle guise 
Of unsuspected art, some gay deceit 
Of human conjuration mix'd with this. 
Some cunning seaman having natural skill — 
As, from the books, we learn may yet be done — 
Hath 'yond our vessel's figure pitched his voice, 
T.f»fi/iinff us wantonly. 
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Isa, It is not so, 
Or does my sense deceive ? Look there : the wave 
A perch beyond our barque. What dost thou see % 

Leon. A marvellous shape, that with the biUow 
Id gambols of the deep, and yet is not [carls. 

Its wonted biurden ; for beneath the waves 
I mark a gracious form, though nothing clear 
Of visage I discern. Again it speaks. 



THB EDGE OF THE SWAMP. 



'Tis a wild spot and hath a gloomy look ; 

The bird sings never merrily in the trees. 

And the 3roung leaves seem blighted. A rai^ growth 

Spreads poisonously round, with powV to taint, 

With bhstering de¥rs, the thoughtless hand that dares 

To penetrate the covert. 03rpresses 

Crowd on the dank, wet earth; and, stretched at 

length. 
The cayman — a fit dweller in such home- 
Slumbers, half buried in the sedgy grass. 
Beside the green ooze where he shelters him. 
A whooping crane erects his skeleton form. 
And slmeks in flight. Two summer ducks, aroused 
To apprehension as they hear his cry, 
Dash up from the lagoon with marvellous haste, 
Following his guidance. Meetly taught by these, 
And startled at our rapid, near approach, 
The steel-jawed monster, from his grassy bed. 
Crawls slowly to his slimy, green abode. 
Which straight receives him, You behold him now^ 
His ridgy back uprising as he speeds 
In silence to the centre of the stream. 
Whence his head peers alone. A butterfly, 
That, travelling all the day, has counted chmes 
Only by flowers, to rest himself a while, 
Lights on the monster's brow. The surly mute 
Straightway goes down, so suddenly, that he, 
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The dandy of the summer flow'rs and woods, 
Dips his light wings and spoils his golden coat 
With the rank water of that turbid pond. 
Wondering and vex'd, the plumed citizen 
Flies, with an hurried effort, to the shore. 
Seeking his kindred flow'rs ; but seeks in vain : 
Nothing of genial growth may there be seen, 
Nothing of beautiful ! Wild, ragged trees, 
That look like felon spectres — fetid shrubs, 
That taint the gloomy atmosphere — dusk shades, 
That gather, half a cloud and half a fiend 
In aspect, lurking on the swamp's wild edge — 
Gloom with their sternness and forbidding frowns 
The general prospect. The sad butterfly. 
Waving his lacker'd wings, darts quickly on, 
And, by his free flight, counsels us to speed 
For better lodgings, and a scene more sweet 
Than these drear borders offer us to-night. 



Rupus. Dawks. 

TO AN INFANT 8LBEPINO IN A OABDEN. 

Sleep on, sweet babe ! the flowers that wake 
Around thee are not half so fair ; 

Thy dimpling smiles unconscious break, 
Like sunlight on the vernal air. 

Sleep on ! no dreams of care are thine, 
-No anxious thoughts that may not rest ; 

For angel arms around thee twine, 
To make thy infant slumbers bless'd. 

Perchance her spirit hovers near. 
Whose name thy infant beauty bears. 

To guard thine eyelids from the tear 
That every cMd of sorrow shares. 
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Oh ! may thy life like hers endure, 
Unsullied to its spotless close ; 

And bend to earth as calm and pure 
As ever bowed the summer rose. 



BUN&ISE FROM MOUNT WASHINGTON. 

The laughing hours have chased away the night, 
Plucking the stars out from her diadem : 
And now the blue-eyed Mom, with modest grace, 
Looks through her half-drawn curtains in the east. 
Blushing in smiles and glad as infancy. 
And see, the foolish Moon, but now so vain 
Of borrowed beauty, how she yields her charms, 
And, pale with envy, steals^herself away ! 
The clouds have put their gorgeous livery on, 
Attendant on the day : the mountain tops 
Have lit their beacons, and the vales below 
Send up a welcoming : no song of birds, 
Warbling to charm tne air with melody. 
Floats on the frosty breeze ; yet Nature hath 
The very soul of music in her looks ! 
The sunshine and the shade of poetry. 

I stand upon thy lofty pinnacle, 
Temple of Nature ! and look down with awe 
On the wide world beneath me, dimly seen ; 
Around me crowd the giant sons of earth. 
Fixed on their old foundations, unsubdued ; 
Firm as when first rebellion bade them rise 
Unrifted to the Thunderer : now they seem 
A family of mountains, clustering round 
Their hoary patriarch, emulously watching 
To meet the partial glances of the day. 
Far in the glowing east the flickering light, 
Mellow'd by distance, with the blue sky blending. 
Questions the eye with ever-varying forms. 
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The sun comes up ! away the shadows fling 
From the broad hills ; and, hurrying to the West, 
Sport in the sunshine till they die away. - 
The many beauteous mountain streams leap down, 
Out-welling from the clouds, and sparkling light 
Dances along with their perennial flow. 
And there is beauty in yon river's path, 
The glad Connecticut ! I know her well, 
By the white veil she mantles o'er her charms ; 
At times she loiters by a ridge of hills, 
Sportfully hiding ; then again with glee. 
Out-rushes from her wild-wood lurking-place, 
FarMjiie eye can bound, the ocean-waves, 
^SiidnUls and rivers, mountains, lakes, and woods, 
And all that hold the faculty entranced. 
Bathed in a flood of glory, float in air, 
And sleep in the deep quietude of joy. 

There is an awful stillness in this place, 
A Presence, that forbids to break the spell. 
Till the heart pour its a^ony in tears. 
But I must drink the vision while it lasts ; 
For even now the curling vapours rise. 
Wreathing their cloudy coronals, to grace 
These towering summits^— bidding me away ; 
But often shall my heart turn back again, 
Thou glorious eminence ! and when oppress'd, 
And aching with the coldness of the world, 
Find a sweet resting-place and home with tiiee. 



LVCRBTIA MaBIA DaVIDSON. 
TBB PBOPBBCY.* 

Let me gaze a while on that marble brow. 

On that full dark eye, on that cheek's warm glow ; 

* Written in her sixtemth year. 
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Let me gaze for a moment, that, ere I die, 
I may read thee, maiden, a prophecy. 
That brow may beam in glory a while ; 
Tha't cheek may bloom, and that lip may smile ; 
That full, dark eye may brightly beam 
In life's gay mom, in hope's young dream ; 
But clouds shall darken that brow of snow, 
And sorrow bUght thy bosom's glow. 
I know by that spirit so haughty and high, 
I know by that brightly-flashing eye. 
That, maiden, there's that witlun thy breast. 
Which hath mark'd thee out for -a soul unbless'd : 
The strife of love with pride shall wring 
Thy youthful bosom's tenderest string ; 
And the cup of sorrow, mingled for thee, 
Shall be drained to the dregs in agony. 
Yes, maiden, yes, I read in thine eye 
A dark and a doubtful prophecy. 
Thou shalt love, and that love shall be thy curse ; 
Thou wilt need no heavier, thou shalt feel no worse. 
I see the cloud and the tempest near ; 
The voice of the troubled tide I hear ; 
The torrent of sorrow, the sea of grief, 
The rushing waves of a wretched life ; 
Thy bosom's bark on the surge I see, 
And, maiden, thy loved one is there with thee. 
Not a star in the heavens, not a light on the wave ! 
Maiden, I've gazed on thine early grave. 
'When I am cold, and the hand of Death 
Hath crown'd my brow with an icy wreath ; 
When the dew hangs damp on this motionless lip , 
When this eye is closed in its long, last sleep. 
Then, maiden, pause, when thy heart beats high, 
And think on my last sad prophecy. 
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VO A LADT WHOSE SINGING RB8BMBLBD THAT Off AN ABSENT 

BISTER.* 

Oh ! touch the ehord yet once again, 
Nor chide me though I weep the while ; 

Believe me, that deep seraph strain 
Ek>re with it memory's moonlight smile. 

It murmur'd of an absent friend ; 

The voice, the air, 'twas all her own; 
And hers those wild, sWeet notes, which blend 

In one mild, murmuring, touching tone. 

And days and months havedaikly pass'd 

Since last I listen'd to her lay ;. 
And Sorrow's cloud its shade hath cast, 

Since then, across my weary way. 

Yet still the strain comes sweet and clear, 
like seraph-whispers lightly breathing ; 

Hush, busy Memoiy, Sorrow's tear 
Will bUght the garlaoid thou art weaving. 

Tis sweet, though sad — ^3res, I will stay, 

I cannot tear myself away. 
I thank thee, lady, for the strain. 

The tempest of my soul is still;. 
Then touch the chord yet once again. 

For thou canst calm the storm at wUL 

t Wiitten IB her fifteenth year. . 
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Mjl&»abbt Millbb Davidson. 

HOME.* 

I WOULD fly from the eity, would fly from its cans, 
To my own native plants and my flow'rets so fair, 
To the cool grassy shade and the rivulet bright, 
Which reflects the pale moon in its bosom of light ; 
Again would I view the old cottage so dear, 
V^ere I sported a babe, without sorrow or fear ; 
I would leave this great city, so brilliant smd gay. 
For a peep at my home on this fair summer day. 
I have friends whom I love, and would leave with 

regret. 
But the love of my home, oh! His tenderer yel; 
There a sister reposes unconscious in death, 
'Twas there she first drew, and there yielded her 

breath. 
A father I love is away from me now. 
Oh! could I but print a sweet kiss on his brow. 
Or smooth the gray locks to my fond heart so dear, 
How quickly would vanish each trace of a tear. 
Attentive I listen to pleasure's gay call, 
But my own happy home — ^it is dearer than all. 
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TO XT ■OTHBB.f 

Oh, mother, would the power were mine 

To wake the strain thou lovest to hear, 

And breathe each trembling new-bom thought 

Within thy fondly-lislening ear. 

As when in days of health and glee. 

My hopes and fancies wandered free. 

♦ Written at the age of nine years, 
t This poem was written in the author's sixteenth year, and 
was her last composition. 
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But, mother, now a shade hath pass'd 
Athwart my brightest visions here ; 
A cloud of darkest gloom hath wrapp'd 
The remnant of my brief career ; 
No song, no echo can I win, 
The sparkling fount hath dried within. 

The torch of earthly hope bums dim, 
And fancy spreads her wings no more, 
And oh, how vain and trivial seem 
The pleasures that I prized before ; 
My jsoul, with trembling steps and slow, 
Is struggling on through doubt and strife ; 
Oh, may it prove, as time rolls on. 
The pathway to eternal life ! 
Then when my cares and fears are o'er, 
I'll sing thee as in " days of yore." 

I said that Hope had passed from earth, 
'Twas but to fold her wings in heaven. 
To whisper of the souFs new birth. 
Of sinners saved and sins forgiven ; 
When mine are washed in tears away. 
Then shall my spirit swell my lay. 

When God shall guide my soul above, 
By the soft chords of heavenly love — 
When the vain cares of earth depart, 
And tuneful voices swell my heart — 
Then shall each word, each note I raise 
Burst forth in pealing hymns of praise, 
And all not offered at His shrine. 
Dear mother, I will place on thine. 
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Cablos Wiloox. 

SPRING IN NBW-INOLAND. 

Long swoln in drenching rain, seeds, germes, and 
Start at the touch of vivifying beams. [buds 

Moved by their secret force, the vital hjrmph 
Diffusive runs, and spreads o'er wood and field 
A flood of verdure. Clothed, in one ^ort week, 
Is naked Nature in her full attire. 
On the first mom, light as an open plain 
Is all the woodland, filled with sunbeams, poured 
Through the bare tops, on yellow leaves belo^, 
With strong reflection : on the last, His dark 
With full-grown foliage, shading all within. 
In one short week the orchard buds and blooms; 
And now, when steeped in dew or gentle showers, 
It yields the purest sweetness to the breeze, 
Or all the tranquil atmosphere perfumes. 
E'en from the juicy leaves of sudden growth. 
And the rarJc grass of steaming ground, the air, 
Filled with a watery glimmering, receives 
A grateful smell, exhaled by warming rays. 
Each daycare heard, and almost every hour, 
New notes to swell the music of the groves. 
And soon the latest of the feather'd train 
At evening twilight come ; the lonely snipe. 
O'er marshy fields, high in the dusky air. 
Invisible, but with^faint, tremulous tones. 
Hovering or playing o'er the listener's head ; 
And, in mid-air, the sportive night-hawk, seen 
Flying a while at random, uttering oft 
A cheerful cry, attended with a shake 
Of level pinions, dark, but when upturned 
Against the brightness of the western sky. 
One white plume showing in the midst of each, 
Then far down diving with loud hollow sound ; 
And, deep at first within the distant wood« 
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The whip-poor-will, her name her only song. 
She, soon as children from the noisy sport 
Of hooping, laughing, talking with all tones. 
To hear the echoes of the empty bam, 
Are by her voice diverted and held mute. 
Comes to the margin of the nearest grove ; 
And when the twilight, deepened into night. 
Calls them within, close to the house she comes, 
And on its dark side, haply on the step 
Of unfrequented door, lighting unseen, 
Breaks into strains articulate and clear, 
The closing sometimes quickened as in sport. 
Now, animate througliout, from mom to eve 
All harmony, activity, and joy. 
Is lovely Nature, as in her Oless'd prime. 
The robin to the garden or green yard. 
Close to the door, repairs to build again 
Within her wonted tree ; and at her work 
Seems doubly busy for her past delay. 
Along the surface of the winding stream. 
Pursuing every turn, gay swallows skim. 
Or round the borders of the spacious lawn 
Fly in repeated circles, rising o'er 
Hillock and fence with motion serpentine. 
Easy, and light. One snatches from the ground 
A downy feather, and then upward springs. 
Followed by others, but oft drops it soon. 
In playful mood, or from too slight a hold, 
When aU at once dart at the faUing prize. 
The flippant blackbird, with light yellow crown, 
Hangs fluttering in the air, and chatters thick 
Till her breath fail, when, breaking off, she drops 
On the next tree, and on its highest limb 
Or some tall flag, and gently rocking, sits, 
Her strain repeating. With sonorous notes 
Of every tone, mixed in confusion sweet, 
All chanted in the fulness of delight. 
The forest rings : where, far around enclosed 
With bushy sides, and covered high ab6ve 
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With foliage thick, supported by bare trunks, 
Like pillars rising to support a roof, 
It seems a temple vast, the space within 
Rings loud and clear with thrilling melody. 
Apart, but near the choir, with voice distinct, 
The merry mocking-bird together links 
In one continued song their different notes, 
Adding new Ufe and sweetness to them all. 
Hid under shrubs, the squirrel that in fields 
Frequents the stony wall and briery fence, 
H6re chirps so shrill that human feet approach 
Unheard till just upon hiin, when, with cries 
Sudden and sharp, he darts to his retreat 
Beneath the mossy hillock or aged tree ; 
But oft a moment after reappears, 
First peeping out, then starting forth at once 
With a courageous air, yet in his pranks 
Keeping a watchful eye, nor venturing far 
Till left unheeded. In rank pastures graze. 
Singly and mutely, the contented herd ; 
And on the upUnd rough the peaceful sheep ; 
Regardless of the frolic lambs, that, close 
Beside them, and before their faces prone, 
With many an antic leap and butting feint. 
Try to provoke them to unite in sport 
Or grant a look, till tired of vain attempts ; 
When, gathering in one company apart, 
AH vigour and delight, away they run. 
Straight to the utmost comer of the field. 
The fence beside ; then, wheeling, disappear 
In some small sandy pit, then rise to view ; 
Or crowd together up the heap of earth 
Around some upturned root of fallen free. 
And on its top a trembling moment stand. 
Then to the distant flock at once return. 
Exhilarated by the general joy. 
And the fair prospect of a fruitful year. 
The peasant, with light heart and nimble step. 
His work pursues, as it were pastime sweet 



^ 
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With many a cheering word, his willing team, 

For labour fresh, he hastens to the field 

Ere morning lose its coolness ; but at eve, 

When loosened from the plough and homeward 

He follows slow and silent, stopping oft [tum'd, 

To mark the daily growth of tender grain 

And meadows of deep ve.rdure, or to view 

His scatter'd flock and herd, of their own will 

Assembling for the night by various paths. 

The old now freely sporting with the young, 

Or labouring with uncouth attempts at sport. 



SEPTEMBER. 



The sultry summer past, September comes, 
Soft twilight of the slow-declining year. 
AU mildness, soothing loneliness, and peace ; 
The fading season ere the falling come, 
More sober than the buxom blooming May, 
And therefore less the favourite of the world, 
But dearest month of all to pensive minds. 
'Tis now far spent ; and the meridian sun, 
Most sweetly smiling with attempered beams, 
Sheds gently down a mild and grateful warmth. 
Beneath its yellow lustre groves and woods, 
Checker'd by one night^s frost with various hues, 
While vet no virind has swept a leaf away. 
Shine doubly rich. It were a sad delight 
Down the smooth stream to glide, and see it tinged 
Upon each brink with all the gorgeous hues, 
The yellow, red, or purple of the trees 
That singly, or in tufts, or forests thick 
Adorn the shores ; to see, perhaps, the side 
Of some high mount reflected far below 
With its bright colours, intermixed with spots- 
' Of darker green. Yes, it were sweetly sad 
To wander in the open fields, and hear. 
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E'en at this hour, the noonday hardly past, 

The lullmg insects of the summer's night ; 

To hear, where lately buzzing swarms were heard, 

A lonely bee long roving here and there 

To find a single flower, but all in vain X 

Then rising quick and with a louder hum, 

In widening circles round and round his head, 

Straight by the listener flying clear away, 

As if to bid the fields a last adieu ; 

To hear within the woodland's sunny side. 

Late fall of music, nothing save perhaps 

The sotrnd of nutshells by the squirrel dropp'd 

From some tall beech fast falling through the leayea. 



THB 0A8TLS OF IMAOINATION. 

Just in the centre of that wood was rear'd 
Her castle, all of marble, smooth and white ; 
Above the thick young trees, its top appear'd 
Among the naked trumcs of towering height ; 
And here at mom and eve it glitter'd bright. 
As often by the far-off traveller seen 
In level sunbeams, or at dead of night, 
When the low moon shot in her rays between 
That wide-spread roof and floor of solid foliage 
green. 

Through this wide interval the roving eye 
From turrets proud might trace the waving line ^ 
Where meet the mountains green and azure sky. 
And view the deep when sun-gilt billows shine ; 
Fair bounds to sight, that never thought confine. 
But tempt it far beyond, till by the charm 
Of some sweet wood-note or some whispering 

pine 
Call'd home again, or by the soft alarm 
Of Love's approaching step, and her encirchng arm. 

L 
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Through this wide interval, the mountain side 
Showed many a sylvan slope and rocky steep : 
Here roaring torrents in dark forests hide ; 
There silver streamlets rush to view, and leap 
Unheard from lofty cHffs to valleys deep : 
Here rugged peaks look smooth in sunset glow, 
Along the clear horizon's western sweep ; 
There from some eastern summit moonbeams 
flow 
Along p'er level wood, far down to plains below. 

Now stretch'd a blue, and now a golden zone 
Round that horizon ; now o'er mountains proud 
Dim vapours rest, or bright ones move alone : 
An ebon wall, a smooth portentous cloud, 
First muttering low, anon with thunder loud. 
Now rises quick, and brings a sweeping wind 
O'er all that wood in waves before it bowed ; 
And now a rainbow, with its top behind 
A spangled veil of leaves, seems heaven and earth 
to bind. 

Above the canopy, so. thick and green, 
And spread so high o'er that enchanted vale. 
Through scatter'd openings oft were glimpses 

seen 
Of fleecy clouds, that, linked together, sail 
In mooiiight clear before the gentle gale : 
Sometimes a shooting meteor draws a glance ; 
Sometimes a twinkhng star, or planet pale, 
Long holds the lighted eye, as in a trance ; 
And oft the milky-way gleams through the white ex- 
panse. 

That castle's open windows, though half hid 
With flowering vines, showed many a vision fair: 
A face all bloom, or light young forms that thrid 
. Some maze within, or lonely ones that wear 
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The garb of joy with sorrow's thoughtffll air, 
Oft caught the eye a moment : and the sound 
Of low, sweet music often issued there. 
And by its magic held the listener bound, 
And seemed to hold the winds and forests far around. 

Within, the queen of all, in pomp or mirth. 
While glad attendants at her glance unfold 
Their shining wings, and fly through heaven and 

earth. 
Oft took her throne of burning gems and gold, 
Adom'd with emblems that of empire told, 
And rising in the midst of trophies bright, 
That bring her memory from the days of old, 
And help prolong her reign, and with the flight 
Of every year increase the wonders of her nught. 

In all her dwelling, tales of wild romance, 

Of terror, love, and mystery dark or gay. 

Were scatter'd thick to catch the wandering 

glance, 
And stop the dreamer on his unknown way ; 
There too was every sweet and lofty lay, 
llie sacred, classic, and romantic, sung 
As that Enchantress moved in might or play ; 
And there was. many a harp but newly strung, 
Yet with its fearless notes the whole wide valley 
rung. 

There, from all lands and ages of her fame, 
Were marble forms, array'd in order due. 
In groups and single, all of proudest name ; 
In them the high, the fair, and tender, grew 
To life intense in love's impassioned view. 
And from each air and feature, bend and swell, 
Each shapely neck, and lip, and forehead, threw 
. O'er each enamour'd sense so deep a spell. 
The thoughts but with the past or bright ideal dwell 
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The walls around told all the pencil's power ; 
There proud creations of each mighty hand 
Shone with their hues and Unes as in the hour, 
When the last touch was given at the command 
Of the same genius that at first had planned, ^ 
Exulting in its great and glowing thought : 
Bright scenes of peace and war, of sea and land, 
Of love and glory, to new life were wrought, 
From history, from fahle, and from nature brought. 

With these were others all divine, drawn all 
From ground where oft, with signs and accents 
The lonely prophet doom'd to sudden fall [dread. 
Proud kings and cities, and with gentle tread 
Bore life's quick triumph to the humble dead, 
And where strong angels flew to blast or save, 
Where martyr'd hosts of old, and youthful bled, 
And where their mighty Lord o'er land and wave 
Spread life and peace till death, then spread them 
through the grave. 

From these fix'd visions of the hallow'd eye. 
Some kindling gleams of their ethereal glow. 
Would ofttimes fall, as from the opening sky. 
On eyes dehghted, glancing to and fro. 
Or fasten'd tOl their orbs (Slated grow ; 
Then would the proudest seem with joy to learn 
Truths they had feared or felt ashamed to know ; 
The skeptic would beheve, the lost return ; 
And all the cold and low would seem to rise and bum. 

Theirs was devotion kindled by the vast, 
The beautiful, impassion'd, and refined ; 
And in the deep enchantment o'er them cast. 
They look'd from earth, and soar'd above their 
To the blesS'd calm of an abstracted mind, [kind 
And its communion with things all its own. 
Its forms sublime and lovely ; as the blind. 
Mid earthly scenes, forgotten, or unknown, 
Live in ideal worlds, and wander there alone. 
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Such were the lone enthusiasts, wont to dwell 
With all whom that Enchantress held subdued, 
As in the holiest circle of her spell, 
Where meaner spirits never dare intrude, 
Hiey dwelt in csdm and silent soUtude, 
Rapt in the love of all the high and sweet, 
In thought, and art, and nature, and imbued 
With its devotion to life's inmost seat. 
As drawn from all the charms which in that valley 
meet. 



B088IAU AND COWPER. 

RossiAU could weep—yes, with a heart of stone 
'^e impious sophist could recline beside 
The pure and peaceful lake, and muse idone 
On all its loveliness at even tide : 
On its small running waves in purple dyed 
Beneath bright clouds or all the glowing sky, 
On the white sails that o'er its lK>som glide, 
And on surrounding mountains wild and high, 
Till tears unbidden gush'd from his enchanted eye. 

But his were not the tears of feeling fine 
Of grief or love ; at fancy's flash they flow'd, 
Like burning drops from some proud lonely pine 
By lightning fired ; his heart with passion glow'd 
Till it consumed his life, and yet he show'd 
A billing coldness both to friend and foe, 
As Etna, with its centre an abode 
Of wasthig fire, chills with the icy snow 
Of all its desert brow the living worid below. 

Was he but justly wretched from his crimes % 
Then why was Cowper's anguish oft as keeir, 
With all the heaven-bom virtue that sublimes 
Genius and feeling, and to things unseen 

L2 
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Lifts the pure heart through clouds that roll be- 
tween 
The earth and skies, to darken human hope ? 
Or wherefore did those clouds thus intervene 
To render vain faith^s hfted telescope, 
And leave him in thick gloom his weary way to 
' grope 1 

He too could give himself to musing deep, 
By the calm lake at evening he could stand. 
Lonely and sad, to see the moonlight sleep 
On all its breast by not an insect fanned, 
And hear low voices on the far-off strand. 
Or through the still and dewy atmosphere 
The pipe's soft tones waked by some gentle hand, 
From fronting shore and woody island near 
Li echoes quick returned more mellow and more 
clear. 

And he could cherish wild and mournful dreams, 
In the pine grove, when low the full moon fair 
Shot under lofty tops her level beams, 
Stretching the shades of trunks erect and bare, 
Li stripes drawn parallel with order rare. 
As of some temple vast or colonnade. 
While on green turf made smooth without his care 
He wander'd o'er its stripes of light and shade, 
And heard the dying day-breeze all the boughs per- 
vade. 

^Twas thus in nature's bloom and solitude 
He nursed his grief till nothing could assuage ; 
'Twas thus his tender spirit was subdued. 
Till in life's toils it could no more engage ; 
And his had been a useless pilgrimage. 
Had he been gifted with no sacred power. 
To send his thoughts to every future age ; 
But he is gone where grief will not devour. 
Where beauty will not fade, and skies will never 
lower. 
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THB CUBE OF MBLANCHOLT. 

And thou to whom long worshipped nature lends 
No strength to fly from grief or bear its weight, 
Stop not to rail at foes or fickle friends, 
Nor set the world at naught, nor spurn at fate ; 
None seek thy misery, none thy being hate ; 
Break from thy former self, thy life begin ; 
Do thou the good thy thoughts oft meditate, 
And thou sh^t feel the good man's peace Mdthin, 
And at thy dying day his wreath of glory win. 

With deeds of virtue to embalm his name, 

He dies in triumph or derene delight ; 

Weaker and weaker grows his mortal frame 

At every breath, but in immortal might 

His spirit grows, preparing for its flight : 

The world recedes and fades like clouds of even, 

But heaven comes nearer fast, and grows more 

bright. 
All intervening mists far off are driven; 
The world will vanish soon, and all will soon be 
heaven. 

Wouldst thou from sorrow find a sweet relief I 
Or is thy heart oppress'd with woes untold 1 
Balm wouldst thou gather for corroding grief! 
Pour blessings round thee like a shower of gold : 
'Tis when the rose is wrapp'd in many a fold 
Close to its heart, the worm is wasting there 
Its life and beauty ; not, when all unrolled. 
Leaf after leaf its bosom rich and fair (air. 

Breathes freely its perfumes throughout the ambient 

Wake thou that sleepest in enchanted bowers. 
Lest these lost years should haunt thee on the 

night 
When death is waiting for thy numbered houni 
To take their swift and everlasting flight ; 
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Wake ere the earthbom charm unnerve thee quite, 
And be thy thoughts to work divine address'd ; 
Do something— do it soon — with all thy might ; 
An angel's wing would droop if long at rest, 
And God himself inactive were no longer blessed. 

Some high or humble enterprise of good 
Contemplate till it shall possess thy mind, 
Become thy study, pastime, rest, and food, 
And kindle in thy heart a flame refined ; 
Pray Heaven for firmness thy whole soul to bind 
To this thy purpose — to begin, pursue, 
With thoughts all fix'd and feelings purely kind, 
Strength to complete, and with delight review, 
And grace to giv6 the praise where all is ever due. 



Fitz-Greene Halleoe. 

BUEN8. 

To a rose, brought from near AllowayKirk, in Ayreshiie^ 

in the autumn of 1822. 

Wild Rose of AUoway ! my thanks : 
Thou 'mindst me of that autumn noon 

When first we met upon ''the banks 
And braes o* bonny Doon." 

Like thine, beneath the thom-tree^s bough, 
My suiiny hour was glad and t^rief, 

WeVe crossed the winter sea, and thou 
Art withered — flower and leaf. 



AJid will not thy death-4oom be min< 
The doom of all things wrought of clay— - 

And wither'd my life'^ leaf like thine, 
Wild rose ot AUoway ? 
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Not SO his memory, for whose sake 

My bosom bore thee far and long, 
His — ^who a humbler flower could make 

Immortal as his song. 

The memory of Bums— a name 
That calls, when brimm'd her festal cup, 

A nation's glory, and her shame, 
In silent sadness up. 

A nation's glory — be the rest 
Forgot — she's canonized his mind ; 

And it is joy to speak the best 
We may of human kind. 

I've stood beside the cottage bed 
Where the Bard-peasant first drew breath; 

A straw-thatch'd roof above his head, 
A straw-wrought couch beneath. 

And I have stood beside the pile, 
His monument — that tells to Heaven 

The homage of earth's proudest isle 
To that Bard-peasant given ! 

Bid thy thoughts hover o'er that spot, 
Boy-Minstrel, in thy dreamii^g hour ; 

And know, however low his lot, 
A Poet's pride and power. 

The pride that lifted Bums from earth, 
The power that gave a child of song 

Ascendancy o'er rank and birth, 
The rich, the brave, the strong ; 

And if despondency weigh down 
Thy spirit's fluttering pinions then, 

Despair — thy name is written on / 

The roll of common men. 
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There have been loftier themes than his, 
And longer scrolls, and louder lyres. 

And lays lit up with Poesy's 
Purer and holier fires : 

Yet read the names that know not death ; 

Few nobler ones than Bums are there ; 
And few have won a greener wreath 

Than that which binds his hair. 

His is that language of the heart, 
In which the answering heart would speak, 

Thought, word, that bids the warm tear start, 
Or the smile Ught the cheek ; 

And his that music, to whose tone 
The common pulse of man keeps time, 

In cot or castle's mirth or moan. 
In cold or sunny clime. 

And who hath heard his song, nor knelt 
Before its spell with willing knee, 

Ajid listened, and believed, and felt 
The Poet's mastery. 

O'er the mind's sea, in calm and storm. 
O'er the heart's sunshine and its showers, 

O'er Passion's moments, bright and warm, 
O'er Reason's dark, cold hours ; 

On fields where brave men " die or do," 
In halls where rings the banquet's mirth. 

Where mourners weep, where lovers woo. 
From throne to cottage hearth ; 

What sweet tears dim the eyes unshed. 
What wild vows falter on the tongue. 

When " Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled," 
Or " Auld Lang Syne" is sung ! 
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Pure hopes, that lift the soul above,- 
Come with his Cotter's hymn of praise, 

And dreams of youth, and truth, and love, 
With "Logan's" banks and braes. 

And when he breathes his master-lay 

Of Alio way's witch-haunted wall. 
All passions in our frames of clay 

Come thronging at his call. 

Imagination's world of air, 

And our own world, its gloom and glee, 
Wit, pathos, poetry, are there. 

And death's sublimity. 

And Bums — though brief the race he ran, 
Though rough and dark the path he trod— 

Lived— -died — in form and soul a Man, 
The image of his God. 

Through care, and pain, and want, and wo, 
With wounds that only death could heal, 

Tortures— the poor alone can know. 
The proud alone can feel ; 

He kept his honesty and truth. 

His independent tongue and pen. 
And moved, in manhood and in youth, 

Pride of his fellow-men. 

Strong sense, deep feehng, passions strong, 

A hate of tyrant and of knave, 
A love of right, a scorn of wrong. 

Of coward, and of slave ; 

A kind, true heart, a spirit high. 
That could not fear and would not bow, 

Were written in his manly eye. 
And on his manly brow. 
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Praise to the bard! his words are driven, 
Like flower-seeds by the far winds sown, 

Where'er, beneath the sky of heaven, 
The birds of .fame have flown. 

Praise to the' man ! a nation stood 

Beside his eoflSn with wet eyes, 
Her brave, her beautiful, her good. 

As when a loved one dies. 

And stUl, as on his funeral day, 
Men stand his cold earth-couch around. 

With the mute homage that we pay 
To consecrated ground. 

And consecrated ground it is. 
The last, the hallow'd home of one 

Who lives upon all memories. 
Though with the buried gone. 

Such graves as his are pilgrim-shrines, 
Shrines to no code or creed confined — 

The Delphian vales, the Palestines, 
The Meccas of the mind. 

Sages, with Wisdom's garland wreathed, 
Crown'd kings, and mitred priests of power, 

And warriors with their bright swords sheathedy 
The mightiest of the hour ; 

And lowlier names-, whose humble home 

Is lit by Fortune's dimmer star. 
Are there — o'er wave and mountain come. 

From countries near and far ; 

Pilgrims, whose wandering feet have press'd 
The Switzer's snow, the Arab's sand. 

Or trod the piled leaves of the West, 
My own green forest-land. 
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All ask the cottage of his birth, 
Gaze on the scenes he loved and sung, 

And gather feelings not of earth 
His fields and streams among. 

They linger by the Boon's low trees, 
And pastoral Nith, and wooded Ayr, 

And round thy sepulchres, Dumfries I 
The Poet's tomb is there. 

But what to them the sculptor's art. 
His funeral columns, wreaths, and urns ? 

Wear they not graven on the heart 
The name of Robert Bums ? 



BID JACKBT. 

A chief of the Indian Tribes, the Tuscaroras. 

Cooper, whose name is with his country's woven 
First in her files, her pioneer of mind, 

A wanderer now in other climes, has proven 
His love for the young land he left behind ; 

And throned her in the Senate Hall of Nations, 
Robed Uke the deluge rainbow, heaven-wrought, 

Magnificent as his own mind's creations. 
And beautiful as its green world of thought. 

And faithful to the Act of Congress, quoted 
As law-authority — it passed nem. con. — 

He writes that we are, as ourselves have voted, 
The most enlighten'd people ever known. 

That all our week fs happy as a Sunday 
In Paris, full of song, and dance, and laugh ; 

And that, from Orleans to the Bay of Fimdy, 
There's not a bailiff nor an epitaph 

M 
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And, furthermore, in fifty years or sooner, 
We shall export our poetry and wine ; 

And our brave fleet, eight frigates and a schooner, 
Will sweep the seas from Zembla to the Line. 

If he were with me, King of Tuscdrora, 

Gazing as I, upon thy portrait now, 
In all its medall'd, fringed, and beaded glory, 

Its eyes dark beauty, and its thoughtful brow — 

Its brow, half martial and half diplomatic, 
Its eye, upsoaring like an eagle's wings ; 

Well might he boast that we, the Democratic, 
Outrival Europe — even in our kings. 

For thou wert monarch bom. Tradition's pages 
Tell not the planting of thy parent tree. 

But that the forest tribes have bent for ages. 
To thee, and to thy sires, the subject knee. 

Thy name is princely. Though no poet's magic 
Could make Red Jacket grace an English rhyme. 

Unless he had a genius for the tragic, 
And introduced itin a pantomime ; 

Yet it is music in the language spoken 
Of thine own land ; and on her herald-roll, 

As nobly fought for, and as proud a token 
As C(£UR DE Lion's, of a warrior's soul. 

Thy garb — though Austria's bosom-star would 
frighten 
That medal pale, as diamonds the dark mine, 
And George the Fourth wore, in the dance at Brigh- 
ton, 
A more becoming evening dress than thine ; 

"Yet 'tis a brave one, scorning wind and weather, 
And fitted for thy couch on field and flood. 

As Rob Roy's tartans for the Highland heather, 
Or forest green for England's Robin Hood. 
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Is strength a monarch's merit 1 (like a whaler's) 
Thou art as tall, as sinewy, and as strong 

As earth's first kings — the Argo's gallant sailors, 
Heroes in history, and gods in song. 

Is eloquence ? Her spell is thine that reaches 
The heart, and makes the wisest head its sport ; 

And there's one rare, strange virtue in thy speeches, 
The secret of their mastery — they are short. 

Is beauty t Thine has with thy youth departed. 
But the love-legends of thy manhood's years, 

And she who perish'd, young and broken-hearted. 
Are — but I rhyme for smiles, and not for tears. 

The monarch mind — the mystery of commanding, 
The godlike power, the art Napoleon, 

Of winning, fettering, moulding,, wielding, banding 
The hearts of millions till they move as one ; 

Thou hast it. At thy bidding men have crowded 

The road to death as to a festival ; 
And minstrel minds, without a blush, have shrouded 

With banner-folds of glory their dark pall. 

Who will believe — not I — for in deceiving 
Lies the dear charm of life's delightful dream ; 

I cannot spare the luxury of believing 
That all things beautiful are what they seem. 

Who will believe that, with a smile whose blessing 
Would, like the patriarch's, sooth a dying hour; 

With voice as low, as gentle, and caressing 
As e'er won maiden's lip in moonlight b^wer ; 

With look, like patient Job's, eschewing evil ; 
^ With motions graceful as a bird's in air ; 
Thou art, in sober triith, the veriest devil 
That e'er clinched fingers in a captive's hairt 
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• 

That in thy veins there springs a poison fountain, 
Deadlier than that which bathes the Upas-tree ; 

And in thy wrath, a nursing Cat o' Mountain 
Is cahn as her babe's sleep compared with thee ? 

And underneath that face hke summer's ocean's, 
Its lip as moveless, and its cheek as clear. 

Slumbers a whirlwind of the heart's emotions. 
Love, hatred, pride, hope, sorrow — aU, save fear, 

Love — ^for thy land, as if she were thy daughter. 
Her pipes m peace, her tomahawk in wars ; 

Hatred — of missionaries and cold water ; 
Pride — ^in thy rifle trophies and thy scars ; 

Hope — that thy wrongs will be by the Great Spirit 
Kemember'd and revenged when thou art gone ; 

Sorrow — that none are left thee to inherit 
Thy name, thy fame, thy passions, and thy throne; 



Hbnrt Wadsworth Longfellow. 

THI LIGHT OF STARS. 

The night is come, but not too soon ; 

And sinking silently, 
AU silently, the little moon " 

Drops down behind the sky. 

There is no light in earth or heaven 
But the cold light of stars ; 

And the first watch of night is given 
To the red planet Mars. 

Is it the tender star of love ? 

The star of love and dreams ? 
Oh no ! from that blue tent above, 

A hero's armour gleams. 
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And earnest thoughts within me rise. 

When I behold afar, 
Suspended in the evening skies, 

The shield of that red star. 

Oh star of strength ! 1 see thee stand 

And smile upon my pain ; 
Thou beckonest with thy mailed hand, 

And I am strong again. 

Within my breast there is no light 

But the cold light of stars : 
I give the first watch of the night 

To the red planet Mars. 

The star of the unconquer'd will, 

He rises in my breast, 
Serene, and resolute, and stiU, 

And calm, and self-possess'd. 

And thou, too, whosoe'er thou art, 

That readest this brief psalm, 
As one by one thy hopes depart, 

Be resolute and calm. 

Oh, fear not in a world like this, 

And thou shalt know ere long. 
Know how sublime a thing it is 

To suffer and be strong. 



F0OT8TIP8 OF AN6IL8. 



When the hours^ of Day are number*!^ 
And the voices of the Night 

Wake the better soul that slumbered, 
To a holy, calm delight ; 

MS 
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Ere the evening lamps are lighted, 
And, like phantoms grim and tall. 

Shadows from the fitful firelight 
Dance upon the parlour wsdl ; 

Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door ; 
The beloved ones, the true-hearted, 

Come to visit me once more ; 

He, the young and strong, who cherish'd 
Noble longings for the strife. 

By the roadside fell and pehsh'd, 
Weary with the march of life ! 

They, the holy ones and weakly, 
Who the cross of sufifering bore, 

Folded their pale hands so meekly, 
Spake with us on earth no more ! 

And with them the Being Beauteous, 
Who unto my youth was given, 

More than all things else to love me, 
And is now a samt in heaven. 

With a slow and noiseless footstep 
Comes that messenger divine, 

Takes ^e vacant chair beside me, 
Lays her gentle hand in mine. 

And she sits and gazes at me 
With those deep and tender eyes. 

Like the stars, so stiU and saint-like. 
Looking downward from the skies. 

Utter'd not, yet comprehended. 
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer, 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended. 
Breathing from her lips of air. 
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Oh, though oft depress'd and lonely, 

All my fears are laid aside 
If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died ! 



THB SPIRIT OP POETRY. 

There is a quiet spirit in these woods, 
That dwells where'er the south wind blows ; 
Where, underneath the white-thorn, in the glade, 
The wild flowers bloom, or, kissing the soft air. 
The leaves above their sunny palms outspread. 
With what a tender and impassion'd voice 
It fills the nice and delicate ear of thought. 
When the fast-ushering star of morning comes 
O'er-riding the gray hiUs with golden scarf ; 
Or when the cowl'd and dusky-sandaled Eve, 
In mourning weeds, from out the western gate. 
Departs with silent pace ! That spirit moves 
In the green valley, where the silver brook. 
From its full laver, pours the white cascade ; 
And, babbling low amid the tangled woods, 
Slips down through moss-grown stones with endless 

laughter. 
And frequent, on the everlasting hills. 
Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itself 
In all the dark embroidery of the storm. 
And shouts the stem, strong wind. And here, amid 
The silent majesty of these deep woods. 
Its presence shall uplift thy thoughts from earth, 
As to the sunshine, and the pure bright air, 
Their tops the green trees lift. Hence gifted bards 
Have ever loved the calm and quiet shades. 
For them there was an eloquent voice in all 
The sylvan pomp of woods, the golden sun, 
The flowers, the leaves, the river on its way. 
Blue skies, and silver clouds, and gentle winds ; 
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The swelling upland, where the sidelong sun 
Aslant the wooded slope at evening goes ; 
Groves, through whose broken roof the sky looks in; 
Mountain, and shatter'd cliff, and sunny vale. 
The distant lake, fountains, and mighty trees, 
In many a lazy syllable, repeating 
Their old poetical legends to the wind. 

And this is the sweet spirit that doth fill 
The world ; and, in these wayward days of youth, 
My busy fancy oft imbodies it, 
As the bright image of the light and beauty 
That dwell in nature, of the heavenly forms 
We worship in our dreams, and the soft hues 
That stain the wild-bird's wing, and flush the clouds 
When the sun sets. Within her eye 
The heaven of Aprils with its changing light, 
And when it wears the blue of May, is hung. 
And on her lip the rich red rose. Her hair 
Is like the summer tresses of the trees. 
When twilight makes them brown, and on her cheek 
Blushes the richness of an autumn sky, 
With ever-shifting beauty. Then her breath, 
It is so like the gentle air of Spring, 
' As, from the morning's dewy flowers, it comes 
Pull of their fragrance, that it is a joy ^ - 

To have it round us, and her silver voice 
Is the rich music of a summer bird, 
Heard in the still night, with its passionate cadence. 



Charles Spraoub. 

TBI FORCE OF OUBIOSITT. 

How swells my theme ! how vain my power I find, 
To track the windings of the curious mind ; 
Let aught be hid, though useless, nothing boots, 
^Straightway it must be pluck'd up by the roots. 
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How oft we lay the volume down to ask 

Of him, the victim in the Iron Mask ; 

The crusted medal rub with painful care, 

To spell the legend out — ^that is not there ; 

With dubious gaze o'er mossgrown tombstones bend 

To find a name — the herald never penned ; 

Dig through the lava-deluged city's breast, 

Learn all we can, and wisely guess the rest : 

Ancient or modern, sacred or profane, 

All must be known, and all obscure made plain ; 

If 'twas a pippin tempted Eve to sin. 

If glorious Byron drugged his muse with gin ; 

If Troy e'er stood, if Shakspeare stole a deer, 

If Israel's missing tribes found refuge here ; 

If like a villain Captain Henry lied, 

If like a martyr Captain Morgan died. 

Its aim oft idle, lovely in its end. 
We turn to look, then linger to befriend ; 
The maid of Egypt thus was led to save 
A nation's future leader from the wave : 
New things to hear when erst the Gentiles ran. 
Truth closed what Curiosity began. 
How many a noble art, now widely known. 
Owes its young impulse to this power alone : 
Even in its slightest working we may trace 
A deed that changed the fortunes of a race ; 
Bruce, banned and hunted on his native soil, 
With curious eye surveyed a spider's toil ; 
Six times the little climber strove and failed ; 
Six times the chief before his foes had quailed ; 
" Once more," he cried, " in thine my doom I read, 
Once more I dare the fight if thou succeed ;" 
'Twas done : the insect's fate he made his own : 
Once more the battle waged, and gained a throne. 

Behold the sick man in his easy chair ; 
Barred from the busy crowd and bracing air. 
How every passing trifle proves its power 
To while away the long, dull, lazy hour. 
As down the pane the rival rain-drops chase, 
Curious he'll watrh to see which wins the t«jc^\ 
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And let two dogs beneath his window fight, 

He'll shut his Bible to enjoy the sight. 

So with each newborn nothing rolls the day, 

Till some kind neighbour, stumbling in his way, 

Draws up his chair, the sufferer to amuse, 

And makes him happy while he tells — ^The News. 

The News ! our morning, noon, and evening cry ; 
Day unto day repeats it tiU we die. 
For this the cit, the critic, and the fop. 
Dally the hour away in Tonsor's shop ; . 
For this the gossip takes her daily route. 
And wears your threshold and your patience out ; 
For this we leave the parson in the lurch, 
And pause to prattle on the way to church ; 
Even when some coffin'd friend we gather round. 
We ask, " What news 1" then lay him in the ground ; 
To this the breakfast owes its sweetest zest, 
For this the dinner cools, the bed remains unpress'd. 



TRI*TRATELLER*8 FATB. 

Undraw yon curtain, look within that room, 
sVhere all is splendour, yet where all is gloom : 
Why weeps that mother? why, in pensive mood, 
Group noiseless round, that little, lovely brood ? 
The battledore is still, lain by each book. 
And the harp slumbers in its 'custom'd nook. 
Who hath done this ? what cold, unpitying foe, 
Hath made his house the dwelling-place of wo 1 
'Tis he, the husband, father, lost in care, 
D'er that sweet fellow in his cradle there : 
The gallant bark that rides by yonder strand, 
Bears him to-morrow from his native land. 
Why turns he, half unwilling, from his home. 
To tempt the ocean and the earth to roam 1 
Wealth he can boast, a miser's sigh would hush, 
And health is 1'i:i.2chinor in tlin.t vu^(ly blush ; 
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Friends spring to greet him, and he has no foe — 
So honour'd and so bless'd, what bids him go 1 
His eye must see, his foot each spot must tread, 
Where sleeps the dust of earth's recorded dead ; . 
Where rise the monuments of ancient time, 
Pillar and pyramid in age sublime : 
The pagan's temple and the churchman's tower, 
War's bloodiest plain, and Wisdom's greenest bower ; 
•All that his wonder woke in schoolboy themes. 
All that his fancy fired in youthful dreams : 
Where Socrates once taught he thirsts to stray, 
Where Homer poured his everlasting lay ; 
From Virgil's tomb he longs to pluck one flower, 
By Avon's stream to live one moonlight hour ; 
To pause where England " garners up" her great. 
And drop a patriot's tear to Milton's fate ; 
Fame's Uving masters, too, he must behold. 
Whose deeds shall blazon with the best of old : 
Nations compare, their laws and customs scan, 
And read, wherever spread, the book of Man ; 
For these he goes, self-banish'd from his hearth, 
And wrings the hearts of all he loves on earth. 

Yet say, shall not new joy those hearts inspire. 
When grouping round the future winter fire, 
To hear the wonders of the world they bum, 
And lose his absence in his glad return ? 
Return ? alas ! he shall return no more. 
To bless his own sweet home, his own proud shore 
Look once again : cold in his cabin now. 
Death's finger-mark is on his pallid brow ; 
No wife stood by, her patient watch to keep, . 
To smile on him, then turp away to weep ; 
Kind woman's place rough mariners supplied. 
And shared the wanderer's blessing when he died. 
Wrapp'd in the raiment that it long must wear. 
His body to the deck they slowly bear; 
Even there the spirit that I sing is true. 
The crew look on with sad but curious view ; 
The setting sun flings round his-farewell rays, 
O'er the broad ocean not a ripple plays ; 
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How eloquent, how awful in its power, 
The silent lecture of death's sabbath-hour : 
One voice that silence breaks — ^the prayer is said, 
And the last rite man pays to man is paid ; 
The plashing water marks his resting-place. 
And fold him round in one long, cold embrace ; 
Bright bubbles for a moment sparkle o'er, 
Then break, to be, like him, beheld no more ; 
Down, countless fathoms down, he sinks to sleep, 
With all the nameless shapes that haunt the deep. 



I 8BB THBE STILL. 

" I rocked her in the cradle, 
And laid her in the tomb. She was the youngest : 
What fireside circle hath not felt the charm 
Of that sweet tie ! The youngest ne'er grow old. 
The fond endearments of our earlier days 
We keep alive in them, and when they die, 
Our youthful joys we bury with them." 

I SEE thee still :. 
Remembrance, faithful ta her trust, 
Calls thee in beauty from the dust ; 
Thou comest in the morning light, 
Thou'rt with me through the gloomy night ; 
In dreams I meet thee as of old ; 
Then thy soft arms my neck enfold, 
And thy sweet voice is in my ear ; 
In every scepe to memory dear, 

I see thee still. 

I se^ thee still. 
In every hsdlow'd token round ; 
This little ring thy finger bound. 
This lock of hair thy forehead shaded. 
This silken chain by thee was braided. 
These flowers, all withered now, like thee. 
Sweet sister, thou didst cull for me ; 
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This book was thine, here didst thou read ;. 
This picture, ah ! yes, here, indeed, 
I see thee still. 

I see thee still : 
Here was thy summer noon^s retreat, 
Here was thy favourite fireside seat ; 
This was thy diamber — ^here, each day, 
I sat and watch'd thy sad decay ; 
Here, on this bed, thou last didst lie, 
Here, on this pillow, thou didst die : 
Dark hour ! once more its woes unfold ; 
As then I saw thee, pale and cold, 

I see thee still. 

I see thee still : 
Thou art not in the grave confined- 
Death cannot claim the immortal Mind ; 
Let Earth close o'er its saqred trust, 
But goodness dies not in the dust ; 
Thee, oh ! my sister, 'tis not thee 
Beneath the coffin's lid I see ; 
Thou to a fairer land art gone : 
Thelre, let me hope, my journey done. 

To see thee still! 



THI FAMILY MBBTINO. 

Written on occasion of the accidental meeting of all the fOfw 
viving members of a femily^ 

Wb are all here! 
Father, Mother, 
Sister, Brother, 
All who hold each other dear. 
' Each chair is filled — we're all at home: 
To-night let no cold stranger come : 
It is not often thus around 
Our old familiar hearth we're found : 

N 
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BlesS) then, the meeting and the spot ; 
For once be eyery care forgot ; 
Let gentle Peace assert her power, 
And kind Affection rule the hour ; 
We're all— all here. 

We're not all here ! 
Some are away — the dead ones dear, 
Who thronged with us this ancient hearth. 
And gave the hour to guiltless mirth. 
Fate, with a stem, relentless hand. 
Looked in and thinned our little band : 
Some like a night-flash passed away, 
And some sank, lingering, day by day ; 
The quiet graveyard — some lie there — 
And cruel Ocean has his share — 

We're not all here. 

We are all here ! 
Even they— the dead — ^though dead, so dear; 
Fond Memory, to her duty true. 
Brings back their faded forms to view. 
How life-like, tlurough the mist of years. 
Each well-remembered face appears ! 
We see them as in times long past, 
From each to each kind looks are cast ; 
We hear their words, their smiles behold, 
They're round us as they were of old — 

We ore all here. 

We are all here ! 

Father, Mother, 

Sister, Brother, 
You that I love with love so dear. 
T?M may not long of ns be said ; 
Soon must we join the gathered dead ; 
And by the hearth we now sit round. 
Some other circle will be found. 
Oh ! then, that wisdom may we know, 
Which yields a life of peace below ; 
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So, in the world to follow this, 
May each repeat, in words of bliss, 
We're all— all here ! 



. THB WINOBD W0R8HIPPBR8. 

Two swallows, having flown into church during divine service, 
were apostrophized in the following stanzas. 

Gay, guiltless pair. 
What seek ye from the fields of heaven t 

Ye have no need of prayer. 
Ye have no sins to be foigiven. 

Why perch ye here, 
Where mortals to their Maker bend % 

Can your pure spirits fear 
The God ye never could offend! 

Ye never knew 
The crimes for which we come to weep : 

Penance is not for you, 
Bless'd wanderers of the^tfj^^^er de^. 

To you 'tis given 
To wake sweet nature^ untaught la3rs : 

Beneath the arch of heaven 
To chirp away ^ life of praise. 

Then spread each wing, 
Far, far above, o'er lakes and Ismds, 

And join the choirs that sing , 

In yon blue dome not rear'd with hands. 

Or if ye stay 
To note the consecrated hour, 

Teach me the airy way. 
And let me try your envied power. 
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Above the crowd, 
On upward wings could I but fly, - 

I'd bathe in yon bright cloud, 
And seek the stars that gem the sky. 

'Twere heaven indeed, 
Through fields of trackless light to soar. 

On nature's charms to feed. 
And nature's own great God aldore. 



Edward C. Pinknet. 
THB Indian's bbidb. 

Why is that graceful female here, 
With yon red hunter of the deer 1 
Of gentle mien and shape, she seems 

For civil halls designed. 
Yet with the stately savage walks 

As she were of his kmd. 
Look on her leafy diadem, 
Enrich'd with many a floral gem : 
Those simple ornaments about 

Her candid brow, disclose 
The loitering Spring's last violet. 

And Summer's earliest rose ; 
But not a flower lies breathing there. 
Sweet as herself, or half eo fair. 
Exchanging lustre with the sun, 

A part of day she strays ; 
A glancing, living, human smile, 

On nature's face she plays. 
Can none instruct me what are these 
Companions of the lofty trees 1 

Intent to blend wifh his her lot, 
Fate form'd her all that he was not; 
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And as by mere unlikeness thoughts 

Associate we see, 
Their hearts from very difference caught 

A perfect sympathy. 
The household goddess here to be 
Of that one dusky votary, 
She left her pallid countrymen, 

An eartnling most divine, 
And sought in this sequestered wood 

A solitary shrine. 
Behold them roaming hand in hand, 
Like night and sleep, along the laiid ; 
Observe their movements : he for her 

Restrains his active stride. 
While she assumes a bolder gait 

To ramble at his side : 
Thus, even as the steps they frame. 
Their souls fast alter to the same. 
The one forsakes ferocity. 

And momently grows mild; 
The other tempers more and more 

The artful with the wild. 
She humanizes him, and he . 
Educates her to liberty. 

Oh, say not they must soon be old. 

Their hmbs prove faint, their breasts feel cold! 

Yet envy I that sylvan pair 

More than my words express, 
The singular beauty of their lot, 

And seeming happiness. 
They have not been reduced to share 
The pamful pleasures of despair ; 
Their sun declines not in the sky. 

Nor are their wishes cast. 
Like shadows of the afternoon. 

Repining towards ^e past : 
With naught to dread or to repent. 
The present yields them full content. 
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In solitude there is no crime ; 

Their actions are all free, 
And passion lends their way of life 

The only dignity ; 
And how should they have any cares? 
Whose interest contends with theirs ? 

The world, or all they know of it, 
Is theirs : for them the stars are lit ; 
For them the earth beneath is green, 

The heavens above are bright : 
For them the inoon doth wax and wane. 

And decorate the night ; 
For them the branches of those trees 
Wave music in the vernal breeze ; 
For them upon that dancing spray 

The free bird sits and sings, 
And glitt*nng insects flit about 

Upon delighted wings ; 
For them that brook, the brakes among. 
Murmurs its small and drowsy song ; 
For them the many-colour'd clouds 

Their shapes diversify. 
And change at once, like smiles and frowns, 

Th' expression of the sky. 
For them and by them all is gay. 
And fresh and beautiful as they : 
The images their minds receive. 

Their minds assimilate^ 
To outward forms imparting thus 

The glory of their state. 
Could aught be painted otherwise 
Than fair, seen through her star-bright eyes* 
He too, because she fils his sight, 

Each object falsely sees ; 
The pleasure that he has in her 

Makes all things seem to please. 
And this is love ; smd it is life 
They lead, that Indian and his wife. 



SKMA C. EMBUBT. 151 



MKMORT. 

How feels the guiltless dreamer, who 

With idly curious gaze 

Has let his mind's glance wander through 

The relics of past days 1 

As feels the pil^m that has scanned, 

Within their skirting wall, 

The moonlit marbles of some grand 

Disburied capital ; 

Masses of whiteness and of gloom, 

The darkly bright remains 

Of desolate palace, empty tomb. 

And desecrated fanes : 

For in the ruins of old hours 

Remembrance haply sees 

Temples, and tombs, and palaces, 

Not different from these. 



Emma C. Embuey. 

0HR18T IN TBI TKMPI8T. . 

MmmoHT was on the mighty deep. 
And darkness filled the boundless sky, 

While mid the raging wind was heard 
Th& sea-bird's mournful cry ; 

For tempest clouds were mustering wrath 

Across the seaman's trackless path. 

It came at length : one fearful gust 
Rent from the mast the sliivering sail. 

And drove the heMess bark along. 
The plaything orthe gale, 

While fesurfully the lightning's glare 

Fell on the pale biowsgather'd there* 
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But there was one o'er whose bright face 
Unmark'd the livid lightnings flashed ; 
^ And on whose stirless, prostrate form, 
Unfelt the seanspray dash'd ; 
For mid the tempest fierce and wild, 
He sluB^er'd like a wearied child. 

Oh ! who could look upon that face, 
And feel the sting of coward feart 

Though hell's fierce demons raged around. 
Yet heaven itself was here ; 

For who that glorious brow could see. 

Nor own a present Deity I 

With hurried fear they press around 
The lowly Saviour's humble bed, 

As if his very touch had power 
To shield tlieir souls from dread ; 

While cradled on Ihe ra^g deep, 

He lay in calm and tranquil sleep. 

Vainly they struggled with their fears. 
But wilder still the jtempest woke, 

Till from their full and o'erfraught hearts 
The voice of terror broke : 

'* Behold ! we sink beneath the wave. 

We perifiih, Lojd ! but thou canst save.** 

Slowly he rose ; and mild rebuke 
Shone in his soft uvd heaven-lit eyez 

" Oh ye of Mttle faith," he cried, 
*' Is not your master ^gfa t 

Is not your hope of succour just t 

Why luiow ye not ia whom ye tnist 1^ 

He tum'd aWay, and conscious poww 

Dilated his majestic form. 
As o'er the boiling sea he bisBt, 

T2m ruler of the etonn ; 



EMMA C. EMBURY. 153 

Earth to its centre felt the thrill, 

As low he murmur'd, " Peace ! Be still !" 

r 

Hark to the burst of meeting waves, 

The roaring of the angry sea ! 
A moment more, and all is hush'd 

In deep tranquiUity; 
While not a breeze is near to break 
The mirror'd surface of the lake. 

Then on the stricken hearts of all 

Fell anxious doubt and holy awe. 
As timidly they gazed on him 

Whose will was nature's law : 
" What man is this," they cry, "whose word 
E'en by the raging sea is heard V^ 



. «CE8 8U00B8TBD BY THB MORAVIAN BURIAL-GROUND AT 

BBTHLBHBM. 

When in the shadow of the tomb 

This heart shall rest. 
Oh! lay me where spring flow'rets bloom 

On earth's bright breast. 

Oh ! ne'er iii vaulted chambers lay 

My Ufeless form ; 
Seek not of such mean, worthless prey 

To cheat the worm. 

In this sweet city of the dead 

I fain would sleep. 
Where flowers may deck my narrow bed, 

And night dews weep. 

But raise not the sepulchral stone 

To mark the spot ; 
Enough, if by thy heart alone 

Tisjie'er rorgot 
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Henrt Pickering. 

TBI LAST DATS OF AUTUMN 

Hark to the sounding gale ! how through the soul 
It vibrates, and in thunder seems to roll 
Along the mountains ! Loud the forest inoans, 
And, naked to the blast, the overmastering spirit 
owns. 

Rustling, the leaves are rudely hurried by, 
Or in dark eddies whirl'd ; while from on hijgh 
The ruffian Winds, as if in giant mirth. 
Unseat the mountain pine, and headlong dash to 
earth! 

With crest of foam, the uplifted flood no more 
Flows placidly along the sylvan shore ; 
But, vexM to madness, heaves its turbid wave, 
Threatening to leap the banks it whilom loved 
lave: 

And in the angry heavens, where, wheeling low, 
The sun exhibits yet a fitful glow. 
The clouds, obedient to the stormy power, 
Or shattered fly along, or still more darkly lower. 

Amazement seizes all ! within the vale 
Shrinking, the mute herd snuff the shivering gale ; 
The while, with tossing head and streaming mane, 
The horse affrighted bounds, or wildly skims the 
plain. 

Whither, with charms to Fancy yet so dear, 
Whither has fled the lovely infant year % 
Where, too, the groves in greener pomp array'd % 
The deep and solemn gloom of the inspirmg shade? 

The verdant heaven that once the woods o'er- 
And underneath a pensive twilight shed, [spread. 
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Is shrivelPd all : dead the vine-mantled bowers, 
And wither'd in their bloom the beautiful young 
flowers ! 

Mute, too, the voice of Joy ! no tuneful bird 
Amid the lesdless forest now is heard ; 
Nor more may ploughboy's laugh the bosom cheer. 
Nor in the velvet glade Love's whisper charm the 
ear. 

But lo, the ruthless storm its force hath spent ; 
And see ! where sinking 'neath yon cloudy tent, 
The sun withdt^ws his last cold, feeble ray. 
Abandoning to Night his short and dubious sway. 

A heavier gloom pervades the chilly air ! 
Now in their northern caves the Winds prepare 
The nitrous frost to sheet with dazzling white, 
The long-deserted fields at the return of light : 

Or with keen icy breath they may glass o'er 
The restless wave, an J on the lucid floor 
Let fall the feathery shower, and far and wide 
Involve in snowy robe the land and fetter'd tide ! 

Thus shut the varied scene ! and thus, in turn, 
Oh Autumn ! thou within thine ample urn 
S weep'st all earth's glories. Ah, for one brief hour, 
Spare the soft virgin's bloom and tender human 
flower ! 



James 6. Percival. 



THE PATBIARCHAL AGE. 



Oh ! for those early days, when patriarchs dwell 
In pastoral tents, that rose beneath the palm, 

"When life "^as pure, and every bosom felt 
LFnwarp'd affection's sweetest, holiest balm, 
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And like the silent scene around them, calm, 
YeaVs stole along in one unniffled flow ; 

Their hearts aye warbled with devotion's psalm, 
And as they saw their buds around them blow, 
Their keenly ghstening eye revealed the grateful 
glow. 

They sat at evening, when their gather'd flocks 

Bleated and sported by the palm-crowned well. 
The sun was gUttering on the pointed rocks, 

And long and wide the deepening shadows fell ; 

They sang their hymn, and in a choral swell 
They raised their simple voices to the Power 

Who smiled along the fair sky ; they would dwell 
Fondly and deeply on his praise ; that hour 
Was to them, as to flowers that droop and fade, the 
""^shower. 

He warm'd them in the sunbeams, and they gazed 
In wonder on that kindling fount of light ; 

And as, hung on the glowing west, it blazed 
In brighter glories, with a full delight 
They pour'd their pealing anthem, and when night 

Lifl;ed her silver forehead, and the moon 
Roll'd through the blue serenity, in bright 

But softer radiance, they bless'd the boon 

That gave those hours the charm wi^out the fire of 
noon. 

Spring of the living world, the dawn of nature. 
When man walk'd forth the lord of all below. 

Erect and godlike in his giant stature. 
Before the tainted gales of vice 'gan blow : 
His conscience spotless as the new-fallen snow. 

Pure as the crystal spouting from the spring. 
He aim'd no murderous dagger, drew no bow, 

But at the soaring of the eagle's wing, * 

rhe gaunt wolf's stealthy step, the lion's ravening 
spring. 
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With brutes alone he arm'd himself for war; 

Free to the winds his long locks dancing flew, 
And at hys prowling enemy afar, 

He shot his death-shaft frona the nervy yewj 

In momijig's mist his shrill-voiced bugle blew, 
And with the rising sun on tall rocks strode. 

And, bounding through the gemmed and sparkling, 
dew. 
The rose of health, that in his full cheek glowM, 
Told of the pure fresh stream that there enkindling 
flow'd. 

This was the age when mind was all on fire. 
The days of inspiration when the soul, 

Warm'd, heighten'd, lifted, burning with desire 
For all the great and lovely, to the goal 
Of man's essential glory rush'd ; then stole 

The sage his spark from heaven, the prophet spake 
His deep-toned words of thunder, as when roll 

The peals amid the clouds : words that would break 

The spirit's leaden sleep, and all its terrors wake. 



THK 8JJV, 



Centre of light and energy ! thy way 

Is through the unknown void ; thou hast thy throne. 
Morning, and evening, and at noon of day. 
Far in the blue, untended and alone : 
Ere the first-waken'd airs of earth had blown, 
On thou didst march, triumphant in thy light ; 
Then thoti didst send thy glance, which still hath 
flown 
Wide through the never-ending worlds of night, 
And yet thy full orb bums with flash as keen and 
bright. 

O 



158 JAMES G. PERCIVAL. 

We call thee Lord of Day, and thou dost give 
To Earth the fire that animates her crust, 

And* wakens all the forms that move and live, 
F^om the fine viewless mould which lurks in dust, 
To him who looks to Heaven, and on his bust 

Bears stamp'd the seal of God, who gathers there 
Lines of deep thought, high feeling, daring trust 

In his own centred powers, who aims to share 

In sdl his sold can frame of wide, and great, and fair. 

Thy path i» high in Heaven ; we cannot gaze 
Qn the intense of Hght that girds thy car ; 

There is a crown of glory in thy rays, 
Which bears thy pure divinity afar, 
To mingle with the equal light of star. 

For thou, so vast to us, art in the whole 
One of the sparks of night that fire the air, 
' And as around thy centre planets roll. 

So thou too hast thy path around the central soul. 

I am no fond idolater to thee. 

One of the countless multitude, who bum. 
As lamps, around the one Eternity, 

In whose contending forces systems turn 

Their circles round that seat of life, the urn 
JVhere all must sleep, if matter ever dies ; 

Sight fails me here, but fancy can discern 
With the wide glance of her all-seeing eyes. 
Where, in the heart of worlds, the ruhng Spirit lies. 

And thou, too, hast thy world, and unto thee 
We are as nothing ; thou goest forth alone, 

And movest through the wide aerial sea. 
Glad as a conqueror resting on his throne 
From a new victory, where he late had shown 

Wider his power to nations ; so thy light 
Comes with new pomp, as if thy strength had 
grown. 

With each revolving day, or thou at night 

Had lit again thy fires, and thus renewed thy might. 



JAMES G. PERCIVAL. 159 

Age o'er thee has no power : thou bringst the same 
Light to renew the morning, as when first, 

If not eternal, thou, with front of flame. 
On the dark face of earth in glory burst, 
And warm'd the seas, and in their bosom nursed 

The earliest things of life, the worm and shell ; 
Till through the sinking ocean mountains pierced, 

And then came forth the land whereon we dwell, 

RearM like a magic fane above the watery swell. 

And there thy searching heat awoke the seeds 
Of all that gives a charm to earth, and lends 

An energy to nature ; all that feeds 
On the riclTmould, and then in bearing bends 
Its fruits again to earth, wherein it blends. 

The last and first of life ; of all who i>ear 
Their forms in motion, where the spirit tends 

Instinctive, in their common good to share, [there. 

Which lies in things that breathe, or late were living 

They live in thee : without thee all were dead 
And dark, no beam had lighted on the waste, 

But one eternal night around had spread 
Funereal gloom, and coldly thus defaced 
This Eden, which thy fairy hand had graced 

With such uncounted beauty ; all that blows 
In the fresh air of Spring, and, growing, braced 

Its form to manhood, when it stands and glows . 

In the full-temper'd beam, that gladdens as it goes. 

Thou lookest on the Earth, and then it smiles ; 

Thy light is hid, and all things droop and mourn ; 
Laughs the wide sea around her budding isles. 

When through their heaven thy changing car is 
borne; 

Thou wheel'st awa}^ thy flight, the woods are shorn 
Of all their waving locks, and storms awake ; 

All, that was once so beautiful, is torn 
By the wild winds which plough the lonely lake. 
And in their maddening rush the crested mountaiiM 
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The earth lies buried in a shroud of snow ; 

Life lingers, and would die, but thy return 
Gives to their gladden'd hearts an overflow 

Of all the power that brooded in the urn [spurn 

Of their chill*d frames, and then they proudly 
All bands that would confine, and give to air 

Hues, fragrance, shapes of beauty, till they burb, 
When on a dewy mom thou dartest there [fair. 
Rich waves of gold to wreath with fairer light the 

The vales are thine ; and when the touch of Spring 
Thrills them, and gives them gladness, in thy light 

They glitter, as the glancing swallow's wing 
Dashes the water in his virinding flight, 
And leaves hehind a wave that crinSdes bright, 

And widens outward to the pebbled shore — 
The Tales are thine : and when they wake from 
night, 

Hie dews that bend the grass tips, twinkling o'er 

Their soft and oozy beds, look upward and adore. 

The hills are thine : they catch thy newest beam, 
And gladden in thy parting, where the wood 

Flames out in every leaf, and drinks the stream 
That flows from out thy fulness, as a flood 
Bursts from an unknown land, and roUs the food 

Of nations in its waters ; so thy rays 
Flow and give brighter tints, than ever bud, 

When a clear sheet of ice reflects a blaze [plays. 

Of many twinkling gems, as every gloss'd bough 

Thine are the mountuns, where they purely lift 

Snows that have never wasted in a sky 
Which hath no stain ; below the storm may drift 

Its darkness, and the thunder-gust roar by ; 

Ak)ft ill thy eternal smile they lie, 
Dazzling but cold ; thy fsurewell glance looks th^re^ 

And when below tiiy hues of beauty die. 
Girt round them as a rosy belt, they bear 
lalo the high daric vault a brow that still is fair. 
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The clouds are thine, and all their magic hues 
Are pencill'd by thee ; when thou bendest low, 

Or comest in thy strength, thy hand imbues 
Their waving fold with such a perfect glow 

, Of all pure tints, the fairy pictures throw 
. Shame on the proudest art; the tender stain 

Hung round the verge of Heaven, that has a bow 

4Qirds the wide world, and in their blended chain 

All tints to the deep gold that flashes in thy train : 

These are thy trophies, and thou bendst thy arch, 
The sign of triumph, in a seven-fold twine. 

Where the spent storm is hasting on its march; 
And there the gFories of thy light combine, 
And form with perfect curve a lifted line, 

Striding the earth and air ; man looks and teUs 
How Peace and Mercy in its beauty shine, 

And how the heavenly messenger impels 

Her glad wings on the path, that thus in ether swells. 

The ocean is thy vassal : thou dost sway 

His waves to thy dominion, and they go 
Where thou in Heaven dost guide them on their way, 

Rising and falling in etenml flow ; 

Thou lookest on the waters, and they glow ; 
They take them wings, and spring aloft in air. 

And change to clouds, and then, dissolving, throw 
Their treasures back to earth, and, rushing, tear 
The mountain and the vale, as proudly on they bear. 

I too have been upon thy rolling breast. 
Widest of waters ! I have seen thee lie 

Calm, as an infant pillowM in its rtst 
On a fond mother's bosom, when the sky, 
Not smoother, gave the deep its azure die, 

Till a new Heaven was arch'd suid glassM below ; 
And then the clouds, that-, gay in sunset, fly, 

Cast on it such a stain, it kindled so, 

As in the cheek of youth the living roses grow, 

02 
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I too have seen thee on thy surging path, 
When the night tempest met thee : thou didst ddsh 

Thy white arms high in Heaven, as if in wrath 
Threatening the angry sky ; thy waves did kish 
The labouring vessel, and with deadening crash 

Rush madly forth to scourge its groaning sides ; 
Onward thy billows came to meet and cdash 

In a wild warfare, till the lifted tides [rided. 

Mingled their yesty tops, where the dark storm-cloud 

In thee, first li^ht, the bounding ocean smiles, 
When the quick winds uprear it in a swell. 

That rolls in glittering green around the isles. 
Where ever-springing fruits and blossomd dw6ll ': 
Oh ! with a joy no gifted tongue can tell, « 

I hurry o'et the waters, when the sail 
Swells tensely, and the light keel glances w6ll 

Over the curling billow, and the gale 

Comes Oj6f from spicy groves to tell its winning tiald. 

The soul is thine : of old thou wert the power 

Who gave the poet life, and I in thee 
Feel my heart gladden at the holy hour 

When thou art sinking in the silent sea ; 

Or when I chmb the height, and wander free 
In thy meridian glory, for the air 

Sparkles and bums in thy intensity, 
I feel thy light within me, and I share 
In the full ^ow of soul thy spirit kindles there. 



He comes not ; I have watched the moon go dotm. 
But yet he comes not Once it was not so* 
He tiiinks not 1h>w these bitter tears do floW| 
The while he holds his riot in that town. 
Yet he will come and chide, and I shall weep { 
And he wUl wake mj infant from its sleep, 
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To blend its feeble wailing with my tears 
Dh ! how I love a mother's watch to keep, 
Over thcfSe sleeiMng eyes, that smile, which cheets 
My heart, though sank in sorrow, fix'd and deep. 
I had a husband once, who loved me ; now 
He evet wearis a frown upon his brow, 
And feeds his passion on a wanton's lip, 
As bees, firom laurel flowers, a poison sip ; 
But yet I cannot hate. Oh ! there were hours^ 
Whdn I could hang for ever on his eye, 
And Time, who stole with silent swiftness by, 
Strewed, as he hurried on^ his path with flowers. 
I loved him then ; he loved me too. My heart 
Still finds its fondness kindle if he smile ; 
Th6 tti^fmory of <na lores will ne'er depart ; 
And though he otietk Sling me with a dart, 
Yenom'd and bsUrb'd, and waste upon the vile 
Caresses which his babe and mine should share— «• 
Thoagfa hd dhould spurn me, I will camly bear 
His iiiadndiM ; and Hhould sickness come, and la)r 
Its paralyzing h&nd upon him^ then 
I would, with kmdness^ ali ray wrongs lepay^ 
Until the pemtoeit should weep, and say 
How inured and how lEiithftil I had been. 



THB OOltAl «BOTB. 

DsisFih the wave i^ a tot^l grove* 
Where the pittple mtdtet and goldfish rorBi, 
Where the 8e^flo\^r spreads its leaved of blue, 
That never are Wet with falHng dew. 
But m bH^ht ^ind changefhl beauty shine, 
ra down ih ^e gi^ett and glai^sy brine ; 
1116 ^06r is of sand, like thd mountain driit^ 
And the peai! shells spangle the flinty snow ; 
From coral rocks the sea-plahts lift . 
Their bougfis, Where tht tides iBtnd tnUowifit flowf 
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The water is calm and still below, 

For the winds and waves are absent there, 

And the sands are bright as the stars .that glow 

In the motionless fields of upper air : 

There with its waving blade of green, 

The sea-flag streams through the silent water, 

And the crimson leaf of the dulse is seen 

To blush, like a banner bathed in slaughter : 

There, with a Ught and easy motion. 

The fan-coral sweeps through the clear deep sea ; 

And the yellow and scarlet tufts of ocean 

Are benchng like com on the upland lea : 

And life, in rare and beautiful forms, 

Is sporting amid those bowers of stone. 

And is safe, when the wrathful spirit of storms 

Has made the top of the wave his own : 

And when the ship from his fury flies. 

Where the myriad voices of ocean roar. 

When the wind-god frowns in the murky skies, 

And demons are waiting the wreck on shore; 

Then far below in the peaceful sea, 

The {>urple mullet and goldfish rove, 

Where the waters murmur tranquilly, 

Through the bending twigs of the coral grove. 



CLOUDS. 



Ye clouds, who are the ornament of heaven, 
Who give to it its gayest shadowings. 
And its most awful glories ; ye who roll 
In the dark tempest, or at dewy evening 
Hang low in tenderest beauty ; ye who, ever 
Changing your Protean aspects, now are gather'd, 
Like fleecy piles, when the mid sun is brightest. 
Even in the height of heaven, and there repose. 
Solemnly calm, without a visible motion. 
Hour after hour, looking upon the earth 
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With a serenest smile : or ye who rather, 

Heaped in those sulphury masses, heavily 

Jutting above their bases, like the smoke 

Poured from a furnace or a roused volcano, 

Stand on the dun horizon, threateiUng 

Lightning and storm ; who, lifted from the hills, 

March onward to the zenith, ever daikening, 

And heaving into more gigantic towers 

And mountainous piles of blackness ; who then roar 

With the collected winds within 3rour womb, 

Or the far uttered thunders ; who ascend 

Swifter and swifter, till wide overhead 

Your vanguards curl and toss upon the tempest 

Like the birred ocean on a reef of rocks 

Just topping o'er its waves, while deep below 

The pregnant mass of vapour and of flame 

Rolls with an awftd pomp, and grimly lowei^, 

Seeming to the ^trtLck. eye of fear the car 

Of an offended spirit, whose swart featured 

Glare through the sooty darknesis, fired with Vton- 

And ready vrith uplifted hahd to smite [geatice. 

And scourge a guilty nation ; ye who lie, 

After the storm is over, far away. 

Crowning the drippling forests with the arch 

Of beauty, such as Uves alone in heaven, 

Bright daughter of the sun, bending around 

From mountain unto mountain like the wreath 

Of victory, or like a banner telling 

Of joy and gladness ; ye who round the mooh 

Assemble, when she sits in the mid sky 

In perfect brightness, and encircle her 

With a fair wreath of all aerial dyes ; 

Ye who, thus hovering round her, shine like mount* 

Whose tops are never darkened, but remain, [ains 

Cebttiries and countless ages, reared for temj^les 

Of purity and lifiht ; or ye who crowd 

To nail the newborn d^y, and hsuig tot hiiii, 

Above his ocean couch, a canopy 

Of all inimitable hues and colours, 
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Such as are only pencill'd by the hands 

Of the unseen ministers of earth and air, 

Seen only in the tinting of the clouds, 

And the soft shadowing of plumes and flowers ; 

Or ye who, following in his funeral train. 

Light up your torches at his sepulchre, 

And open on us through the clefted hills 

Far glances into glittering worlds beyond 

The twilight cff the grave, where all is light, 

Golden and glorious light, too full and high 

For mortal eye to gaze on, stretching out 

Brighter and ever brighter, till it .spread. 

Like one wide radiant ocean without bounds, 

One infinite sea of glory : Thus, ye clouds. 

And in innumerable other shapes 

Of greatness or of beauty, ye attend us, 

To give to the wide arch above us Life 

And all its changes. Thus it is to us 

A volume full of wisdom, but without ye 

One awful uniformity had ever. 

With too severe a majesty, oppressed us. 



James Wallis £astburn. 

BTBNINa ON NARRA0AN8ET BAY*. 

The sun is sinking, from the sky 
In calm and cloudless majesty ; 
And cooler hours, with gentle sway, 
Succeed tfie fiery heat of day. 

* This and the succeeding specimens of Eastbum's poetry 
are taken from the narrative poem of Yamoyden, written jointly 
1)y him and Sands. The different portions of that work haye 
never been assigned to the respective authors, and the merit of 
these extracts must therefore be shared between them, except 
perhaps, in the case of the ** Song of an Indian Mother,** which 
we have somewhere seen claimed as the sole property of East* 
bum. 
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Forest, and shore, and rippling tide, 
Confess the evening's influence wide, 
Seen lovelier in that fading light, 
That heralds the approaching night ; 
That magic colouring nature throws, 
To deck her beautiful repose ; 
When, floating on the breeze of even. 
Long clouds of purple streak the heaven, 
With brighter tints of glory blending. 
And darker hues of night descending. 
While hastening to its shady rest 
Each weary songster seeks its nest, 
Chanting a last, a farewell lay, 
As gloomier falls the parting day. 

Broad Narraganset's bosom blue 
Has shone with every varying hue ; 
The mystic alchymy of even 
Its rich delusions aU has given. 
The silvery sheet unbounded spread, 
First melting from the waters fled ; 
Next the wide path of beaten gold 
Flashing with nery sparkles roU'd ; 
As all its gorgeous glories died. 
An ainber tinge blush'd o'er the tide ; 
Faint and more faint, as more remote, 
The lessening ripples peaceful float ; 
And now, one ruby line alone 
Trembles, is paler, and is gone ; 
And from the blue wave fades away 
The last life-tint of dying day ! 
In darkness veil'd, was seen no more 
Connanicut's extended shore ; 
Each little isle with bosom green. 
Descending mists impervious screen ; 
One gloomy shade o'er all the woods 
Of forest-fringed Aquetnet broods ; 
Where solemn oak was seen before 
Beside the rival sycamore, 
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Or pine and cedar lined the height, 
All in one Uvery brown were dight. 

•m 

But lo ! with orb serene on high, 

The round moon climbs the eastern sky ; 

The stars aU quench their feebler rays 

Before her universal blaze. 

Round moon ! how sweetly dost thou smile, 

Above that green reposing isle ; 

Soft cradled in the illumined bay, 

Where from its banks the shadows seem 

Melting in filmy light away. 

Far does thy temper'd lustre stream, 

Checkering the tufted groves on high. 

While glens in gloom beneath them lie. 

Oft sheeted with t^e ghostly beam, 

Mid the thick forest's mass of shade. 

The shingled roof is gleaming white, 

Where l^our, in the cultured glade, 

Has all the wild a garden made. 

And there with silvery tassels bright 

The serried maize is waving slow. 

While fitful shadows come and go. 

Swift o'er its undulating seas. 

As gently brea^es the evening breeze* 

Solemn it is, iii green woods deep. 
That magic light o'er nature's sleep ; 
Where in long ranks the pillars gray 
Aloft their mingling structures bear — 
Mingling, in gloom or tracery fair. 
Where find the unbroken beams their way— 
Or through close trellis flickering stray. 
While sheeny leaflets here and there 
Flutter, with momen^ry glow. 
'Tis wayward Ufe reveal'd below, 
With checker'd gleams of joy and wo ! 
And those pure realms above that shine, 
So chaste, so vivid, so divine. 
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Are the sole type that heaven has shown 
Of those more lovely realms, its own ! 

There is no sound amid the trees, 
Save the faint brush of rustling breeze ; 
Save insect sentinels, that stiU 
Prolong their constant 'larum shrill, 
And answer all, from tree to tree, 
With one monotonous revelry. 



80N0 OF AN INDIAN MOTHBB. 

" Sleep, child of my love ! be thy slumber as light 

As the redbird's that nestles secure on the spray ; 
Be the visions that visit thee fairy and bright 

As the dewdrops that sparkle around with the ray! 
Oh, soft flows the breath from thine innocent breast; 

In the wild wood, sleep cradles in roses thy head; 
But her who protects thee, a wanderer unbless'd. 

He forsakes, or surrounds with his phantoms of 
dread. 
I fear for thy father ! why stays he so long 

On the shores where the wife of the giant was 
thrown. 
And the sailor oft lingered to hearken her song, 

So sad o'er the wave, ere she harden'd to stone. 
He skims the blue tide in his birchen canoe. 

Where the foe in the moonbeams his path may 
descry ; 
The ball to its scope may speed rapid and true, 

And lost in the wave be thy father's death cry ! 
The POWER that is round us, whose presence is near, 

In the gloom and the solitude felt by the soul, 
Protect that frail bark in its lonely career, 

And shield tliee when roughly life's billows shall 
roll." 

P 
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Philip's drbam. 

And on this night, whose parting shades 
Shall see the avengers lift their blades, 
And bring relentless fury, fraught 
With many an insult's goading thought, 

The outlaw Sachem slept; 
The while his scanty band around, 
Low in the swamp's unequal ground. 

Their mournful vigils kept. 
Tall trees o'erthrown their bulwark made, 
While rude, luxuriant vines o'erspread, 

Conceal'd their lurking-place ; 
There, now to feeble numbers worn. 
In strength o'erspent, in hope forlorn. 
Shrunk, trembUng for the coming morn, 

The Wampanoag race. 

Mothers and widows sad were then 

Hidden within that gloomy fen ; 

Left for a space by war, to mourn 

Each sacred bond asunder torn. 

Perchance they thought of many a scene 

Departed, to return no more ; 

How, when the hunter's toil was o'er. 

And dress'd his frugal meal had been. 

His children cluster'd round his knee, 

To hear the tales of former days. 

And learn what men should strive to be. 

While listening to the warrior's praise : 

And she, thrice happy parent ! sate. 

Well pleased, beside her honour'd mate ; 

What time gray eve its welcome hue 

O'er distant hills and forests threw : 

Nor idle then, with dexterous hand, 

She wrought the glittering wampum band ; 

Or loved tne silken grass to braid ; 

Or through the deerskin, smooth and strong, 

Weaving the many-colour'd thong. 

Her hunter's comely sandals made. 
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This they recall'd ; and marvell'd they, 
When bounteous earth is wide and free, 
Why man, whose hfe is for a day, 
So much in love with wo should be ! 

He slept, yet not the spirit slept ; 
Her feverish vigil memory kept ; 
In motley visions on her eye. 
The phantom host of dreams pass'd by. 
Tradition, meet for vulgar faith, 
Has told of threats of coming skaith, 
Spoke by tJie Evil One, who came, 
This eve, his destined prey to claim, 
In form, as when at noon of night, 
He met him on the mountain's height : 
O'er the gray rock the fiend outspread 
His sable pinions as he fled. 
And, ere the sounding air he cleft, 
His foot gigantic impress left. 
Such superstition's idle tale — 
But let the minstrel's lore prevail. 

He saw the world of souls ; and there 
Brave men and beauteous women were : 
Fair forms to chiefs of godlike mien, 
Reposing in their arbours green, 
Supplied the spicy bowls they quafF'd, 
And round them aanced, and joyous laugh'd ; 
While aye the warriors smiled to see 
Those lovely creatures in their glee ; 
And pledged them in the sparkling cup ; 
Or breathed their fragrant incense up ; 
Grateful and pure, 'twas seen to flow 
From calumets like stainless snow. 
Apart reclined in kingly state. 
The ancient Massasoiet sate, 
And earnest with Uncompeon old. 
Speech grave, but pleasant, seem'd to hold ; 
Uncompoen, slain in recent fight. 
Contending for his nephew's right. 
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Just from the woods, like hunter dight, 
The gallant Ouamsutta came ; 
Bearing behind his plenteous game, 
In order moved the warrior's train ; 
Joyous his bearing was, and free, 
As if fatigue, and wounds, and pain, 
In that bless'd world could never be ; 
His buskins trapp'd with glittering gold, 
His floating mantle's graceful fold 

Clasp'd with a sparkhng gem ; 
Dazzling his cincture's radiance gleam'd, 
Woven from the heavenly bow it seem'd, 
And like the sun-rays danced and stream'd 

His feathery diadem. 
A spear with silver tipp'd he bore ; 
The gayly-tinkling rings before. 

The quiver rattling on his back. 
His buoyant frame and kindling eye, 
The thriUing pulse of transport high. 

The sense of power and pleasure spake. 
And one and aU the Sachem knew, 
"VHien near their blissful bower he drew ; 
And clapp'd their hands with joy to see 
The hero join their company. 
And strains of softest music round, 
From flutes and tabors, with the sound 
Of voices, sweet as sweetest bird. 
To greet the entering guest were heard. 
" Welcome," they sung, " thy toils are done, 
Thy battles fought, thy rest is won ; 
And welcome to the world thou art. 
Where kindred souls shall never part ; 
Honour on earth shall valour have. 
And joy with us attends the brave." 

That ravishing dream was rapt away, 
Vanish'd the forms, the music died ; 
And changeful fancy's wayward sway 
Visions of darker hue suppUed. 
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O'er frozen plains he seem'd to go, 
Mid driving sleet and blinding snow. 
Then Assawomsett^s lake he knew, 
And dim descried, the tempest through, 
Apostate Sausaman arise ; 
Stiff were his gory locks with ice, 

And mangled was his form ; 
It tower'd aloft to giant size ; 
Fierce shone the fury of his eyes, 

like lightning through the storm. 
He cried, " My spirit hath no home ! 
A weary, wandering ghost I roam. 
This night the avengers lift the blade, 
And my foul murder shall be paid !'' 



John Piebpont. 



THK POWKB OF MUSIO. 



Hear yon poetic pilgrim* of the West 
Chant Music's praise, and to her power attest ; 
Who now, in Florida's untrodden woods, 
Bedecks, with vines of jessamine, her floods, 
And flowery bridges o'er them loosely throws 
Who hangs the canvass where Atala glows, 
On the live oak, in floating drapery shrouded, 
That like a mountain rises, lightl)r clouded : 
Who, for the son of Outalissi, twines 
Beneath the shade of ever-whispering pines 
A funeral wreath, to bloom upon the moss 
That Time already sprinkles on the cross 
Raised o'er the grave where his young virgin sleeps, 
And Superstition o'er her victim weeps ; 
Whom now the silence of the dead surrounds, 
Among Scioto's monumental mounds ; 

* Chateaubriand. 
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Save that, at times, the musing pilgrim hears 
A crumbling oak fall with the weight of years, 
To swell the mass that Time and Ruin throw 
O'er chalky bones that mouldering lie below, 
By virtues unembalm'd, unstain'd by crimes, 
Lost in those towering tombs of other times ; 
For, where no bard has cherished Virtue's flame, 
No ashes sleep in the warm sun of Fame. 
With sacred lore this traveller beguiles 
His weary way, while o'er him Fancy smiles. 
Whether he kneels in venerable groves, 
Or through the wide and green savanna roves. 
His heart leaps lightly on each breeze, that bears 
The faintest breath of Idum6a's airs. 

Now he recalls the lamentable wail 
That pierced the shades of Rama's palmy vale, 
When Murder struck, throned on an infant's bier, 
A note for Satan's and for Herod's ear. 
Now on a bank, o'erhung with waving wood, 
Whose faUing leaves flit o'er Ohio's flood. 
The pilgrim stands ; and o'er his memory rushes 
The mingled tide of tears and blood, that gushes 
Along the valleys where his childhood stray'd. 
And round the temples where his fathers pray'd. 
How fondly then, from all but Hope exiled, 
To Zion's wo recurs Religion's child ! 
He sees the tear of Judah's captive daughters 
Mingle, in silent flow, with Babel's waters ; 
Whfle Salem's harp, by patriot pride unstrung, 
Wrapp'd in the mist that o'er the river hung, 
Felt but the breeze that wanton'd o'er the billow. 
And the long, sweeping fingers of the willow. 

And could not Music sooth the captive's wo ? 
But should that harp be strung for Judah's foe % 

While thus the enthusiast roams along the stream, 
Balanced between a revery and a dream, 
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Backward he springs; and, through his bounding 

heart, 
The cold and curdling poison seems to dart. 
For, in the leaves, beneath a quivering brake, 
Spinning his death-note, lies a coiling snake, 
Just in 9ie act, with greenly venom'd fangs, 
To strike the foot that heedless o^er him hangs. 
Bloated with rage, on spiral folds he rides ; 
His rough scales sMver on his spreading sides ; 
Dusky and dim his glossy neck becomes, 
And freezing poisons thicken on his gums ; 
His parch'd and hissing throat breathes hot and dry ; 
A spark of hell Ues burning on his eye : 
While, like a vapour, o'er fis writhing rings, 
Whirls his Ught tail, that threatens while it sings. 

Soon as dumb Fear removes her icy fingers 
From oflf the heart, where gazing wonder lingers, 
The pilgrim, shrinking from a doubtful fight. 
Aware of danger, too, in sudden flight. 
From his soft flute throws Music's air around, 
And meets his foe upon enchanted ground. 
See ! as the plaintive melody is flung, 
The lightning flash fades on the serpent's tongue ; 
The uncoiling reptile o'er each shinmg fold 
Throws changeful clouds of azure, green, and gold; 
A softer lustre twinkles in his eye ; 
His neck is bumish'd with a glossier dye ; 
His slippery scales grow smoother to &e sight. 
And his relaxing circles roll in light. 
Slowly the charm retires : with waving sides. 
Along its track the graceful hstener glides ; 
While Music throws her silver cloud around. 
And bears her votary off in magic folds of sound. 
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FOB A OBLEBBATION OF THE MA88A0HU8BTT8 HXOflAKIOC' 
CHABITABLB ASSOCIATION. 

Loud o'er thy savage child, 

Oh God, the night-wind roar'd, 
As, houseless, in the wild 
He bow'd h^m and adored. 
Thou saw'st him there, 
As to the sky- 
He raised his eye 
In fear and prayer. 

Thine inspiration came ! 

And, grateful for thine aid, 
An altar to thy name 
He built beneath the shade, 
The limbs of ]arch 
That darken'd round, 
He bent and bound 
In many an arch ; 

Till in a sylvan fane 

Went up the voice of prayer. 
And music's simple strain 
Arose in worship there. 
The arching boughs. 
The roof of leaves 
That summer weaves, 
O'erheard his vows. 

Then beamed a brighter day ; 

And Salem's holy height 
And Greece in glory lay 
Beneath the kindling light. 
Thy temple rose 
On Salem's hill, 
While Grecian skill 
Adom'd thy foes. 
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Along those rocky shores, 
Along those olive plains, 
Where pilgrim Genius pores 
O'er Art's sublime remains, 
Long colonnades 
Of snowy white 
Look'd forth in light 
Through classic shades. 

Forth from the quarry stone 

The marble goddess sprung ; 
And, loosely round her tmrown, 
Her marble vesture hung ; 
And forth from cold 
And sunless mines 
Came silver shrines 
And gods of gold. 

The Star of Bethlehem bum'd ! 

And, where the Stoic trod, 
The altar was o'ertum'd, 

Raised " to an unknown God.** 
And now there are 
No idol fanes 
On aU the plains 
Beneath that star. 

To honour thee, dread Power ! 

Our strength and skill combine ; 
And temple, tomb, and tower 
Attest these gifts divine. 
A swelling dome 
For pride they gild, 
For peace they ouild 
An humbler home. 

By these our fathers' host 

Was led to victory first. 
When on our guardless coast 

The cloud of battle bursty 
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Through storm and spray. 
By these controlled, 
Our nayies hold 

Their thundering way. 

Great Source of every art ! 

Our homes, our pictured halls. 
Our throng'd and busy mart. 
That lifts its granite walls, 
And shoots to heayen 
Its glittering spires, 
To catch the fires 
Of mom and eyen ; 

These, and the breathing forms 

The brush or chisel gives, 
With this when marble warms. 
With that when canvass lives ; 
These all combine 
Li countless ways 
To swell thy praise. 
For all are thine. 



THB BZILB AT REST. 

HiB falchion flashed along the Nile ; 

His hosts he led through Alpine snows ; 
O'er Moscow's towers, that shook the while. 

His eagle flag unroll'd — and froze. 

Here sleeps he now alone : not one 
Of all the kings whose crowns he gave. 

Nor sire, nor brother, wife, nor son, 
Hath ever seen or sought his grave. 

Here sleeps he now alone : the star 
That led him on from crown to crown 

Hath sunk ; the nations from afar 
Gazed as it faded and went down. 
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He sleeps alone : the mountain cloud 
That night hangs round him, and the breath 

Of morning scatters, is the shroud 
That wraps his martial form in death. 

High is his couch : the ocean flood 

Far, far below by storms is curl'd, 
As round him heaved, while high he stood, 

A stormy and incoristant world. 

Hark ! Comes there from the Pyramids, 
And from Siberia's wastes of snow, 

And Europe's fields, a voice that bids 
The world he awed to mourn him ? No : 

The only, the perpetual dirge 
That's heard there is the seabird's cry, 

The mournful murmur of the surge, 
The cloud's deep voice, the wind's low sigh. 



HER CHOSEN SPOT. 

While yet she lived, she walk'd alone 
Among these shades. A voice divine 

Whisper'd, " This spot shall be thine own; 
Here shall thy wasting form recline, 
Beneath the shadow of this pine." 

** Thy will be done !" the sufferer said. 

This spot was hallow'd from that hour ; 
And, in her eyes, the evening's shade 
And morning's dew this green spot made 

More lovely than her bridal bower. 

By the pale moon — herself more pale 
And spirit-like — these walks she trod ; 

And, wmle no voice, from swell or vale, 
Was heard, she knelt upon this sod 
And gave her spirit back to God. 
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That spirit, with an angel's wings, 
Went up from the young mother''s bed. 

So, heavenward, soars the lark and sings ; 

She's lost to earth and earthly things ; 
But " weep not, for she is not dead. 

She sleepeth !" Yea, she sleepeth here. 
The first that in these grounds hath slept 

This grave, first water'd with the tear 
That child or widow'd man hath wept. 
Shall be by heavenly watchmen kept. 

The babe that lay on her cold breast — 
A rosebud dropp'd on drifted snow — 
Its young hand in its father's press'd, 
Shall learn that she, who first caress'd 
Its infant cheek, now sleeps below. 

And often shall he come alone. 

When not a sound but evening's sigh 
Is heard, and, bowing by the stone 
That bears his mother's name, with none 
But God and guardian angels nigh. 

Shall say, " This was my mother's choice 
F6r her own grave : oh, be it mine ! 

Even now, methinks, I hear her voice 
Calling me hence, in the divine 
And mournful whisper of this pine." 



FOB THE CHARLB8T0WN CENTENNIAL CELEBRATION. 

Two hundred years ! two hundred years ! 

How much of human power and pride, 
What glorious hopes, what gloomy fears, 

Have sunk beneath their noiseless tide ! 
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The red man at his horrid rite, 
Seen by the stars at night's cold noon, 

His bark canoe, its track of light 
Left on the wave beneath the moon ; 

His dance, his yell,, his council-fire, 

The altar where his victim lay. 
His death-song, and his funeral P3rre, 

That still, strong tide hath borne away. 

And that pale Pilgrim band is gone. 
That on this shore with trembling trod, 

Ready to faint, yet bearing on 
The ark of freedom and of God. 

And war— that since o^er ocean came, 
And thunder'd loud from yonder hill, 

And wrapp'd its foot in sheets of flame, 
To blast that ark — ^its storm is still. 

Chief, sachem, sage, bards, heroes, seers, ^ 

That live in story and in song. 
Time, for the last two hundred years, 

Has raised, and shown, and swept along. 

Tis like a dream when one awakes, 

This vision of the scenes of old ; 
'TIS like the moon when morning breaks, 

'Tis like a fale round Vatchfires told. 

Then what are we 1 then what are we ? 

Yes, when two hundred years have rolled 
O'er our green graves, our names shall be 

A morning dream, a tale that's told. 

God of our fathers, in whose sight 
The thousand years that sweep away 

Man and the traces of his might 
Are but the break and close of day, 

a 
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Grant us that love of truth sublime. 
That love of goodness and of thee, 

That makes thy children, in all time, 
To shar^ thine own eternity. 



George Hill. 



FROM THE RUINS OF ATHENS. 



The daylight fades o'er old Cyllene's hill, 
And broad and dun the mountain shadows fall ; 
The stars are up and sparkling, as if still 
Smiling upon their altars ; but the tall 
Dark cypress, gently, as a mourner, bends — 
Wet with the drops of evening as with tears- 
Alike o'er shrine and worshipper, and blends. 
All dim and lonely, with the wrecks of years. 
As of a world gone by no coming morning cheers 

. There sits the queen of temples — gray and lone. 
She, like the last of an imperial line, 
Has seen her sister structures, one by one, 
To time their gods and worshippers resign ; 
And the stars twinkle through the weeds that twine 
Their roofless capitals ; and, through the night. 
Heard the hoarse drum and the exploding mine, 
The clash of arms and hymns of uncouth hte, 
From their dismantled shrines, the guardian powers 
affright. 

Go ! thou from whose forsaken heart are reft 
The ties of home ; and, where a dwelling-place 
Not Jove himself the elements have left. 
The grass-grown, undefined arena pace ! [hear 
Look on its rent, though tower-like shafts, and 
The iQud winds thunder in their aged face ; 
Then slowly turn thine eye, where moulders near 
A Caesar's Arch, and the blue depth of space 
Vaults like a sepulchre the wrecks of a past race. 
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Is it not better with the Eremite, 

Where the weeds rustle o'er his airy cave, 

Perch'd on their summit, through the long still 

night 
To sit and watch their shadows slowly wave — 
While oft some fragment, sapp'd by dull decay, 
In thunder breaks the silence, and the fowl 
Of Ruin hoots — and turn in scorn away 
Of all man builds, time levels, and the cowl 
Awards her moping sage in common with the owlT 

Or, where the palm, at twilight's holy hour, 
By Theseus' Pane her lonely vigil keeps : 
Gone are her sisters of the leaf and flower, 
With them the living crop earth sows and reaps. 
But these revive not : the weed with them sleeps, 
But clothes herself in beauty from their clay, 
And leaves them to their slumber; o'er them 

weeps 
Vainly the Spring her quickening dews away, 
And Love as vainly mourns, and mourns, alas ! for 
aye. 

Or, more remote, on Nature's haunts intrude, 
Where, since creation, she has slept on flowers, 
Wet with the noonday forest-dew, and wooed 
By untamed choristers in unpruned bowers : 
By pathless thicket, rock that time-worn towers 
O'er dells untrodden by the hunter, piled 
Ere by its shadow measured were the hours 
To human eye, the rampart of the wild. 
Whose banner is the cloud, by carnage undefiled. 

The weary spirit that forsaken plods 
The world's wide wilderness, a nome may find 
Here, mid the dwellings of long banish'd gods 
And thoughts they bring, the mourners of the 
mind; 
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The spectres that no spell has power to bind. 
The loved, but lost, whose soul's life is in oure, 
As incense in sepulchral urns, enshrined, 
The sense of blighted or of wasted powers, 
The hopes whose promised fruits have perish'd with 
their flowers. 

There is a small low cape — there, where the moon 
Breaks o'er the shatter'd and now shapeless stone ; 
The waters, as a rude but fitting boon, [thrown 
Weeds and small shells have, like a garland, 
Upon it, and the wind's and wave's low moan. 
And sighing grass, and cricket's plaint, are heard 
To steal upon the stillness, like a tone 
Remember'd. Here, by human foot unstirr'd, 
Its seed the thistle sheds, and builds the ocean-bird. 

Lurks the foul toad, the lizard basks secure 
Within the sepulchre of him whose name 
Had scatter'd navies like the whirlwind. Sure, 
If aught ambition's fiery wing may tame, 
'Tis here ; the web the spider weaves where Fame 
Planted her proud but sunken shaft, should be 
To it a fetter, stiU it springs the same. 
Glory's fool-worshipper ! here bend thy knee ! 
The tomb thine altar-stone, thine idol Mockery : 

A small gray elf, all sprinkled o'er with dust 
Of crumbling catacomb, and mouldering shred 
Of banner and embroider'd pall, and rust 
Of arms, time-eaten monuments, that shed 
A canker'd gleam on dim escutcheons, where 
The groping antiquary pores to spy — 
A what ? a name — perchance ne'er graven there ; 
At whom the urchin with his mimic eye 
Sits peering through a scull, and laughs continually. 



GEORGE HILL. 185 



THB MOUNTAIN GIRL. 

Thb clouds, that upward curling from 

Nevada's summit fly, 
Melt into air : gone are the showers, 
And, decked, as Hwere with bridal flowers, 

Elarth seems to wed the sky. 

All hearts are by the spirit that 

Breathes in the sunshine stirr'd ; 
And there's a girl that, up and down, 
A merry vagrant, through the town 
Goes singing li^e a bird. 

A thing all lightness, life, and glee ; 

One of the shapes we seem 
To meet in visions of the night ; 
And, should they greet our waking sight, 

Imagine that we dream. 

With glossy ringlet, brow that is 

As falling snow-flake while, 
Half hidden by its jett}^ braid. 
And eye like dewdrop in the shade, 

At once both dark and bright : 

And cheek whereon the sunny clime 

Its brown tint gently throws, 
Gently, as it reluctant were 
To leave its print on thing so fair— . 

A shadow on a rose. 

She stops, looks up — ^what does she see ? 

A flower of crimson dye, 
Whose vase, the work of Moorish hands, 
A lady sprinkles, as it stands 

Upon a balcony : 

Q2 
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High, leaning fropa a window forth, 

From curtains that half shroud 
Her maiden form, with tress of gold. 
And brow that mocks their snow-white fold. 
Like Dian from a cloud. 

Nor flower, nor lady fair she sees-^ 

That mountain girl — but dumb 
And motionless she stands, with eye 
That seems communing with the sky : 

Her visions are of home. 

That flower to her is as a tone 

Of some forgotten song, 
One of a slumbering thousand, struck 
From an old harp-string; but, once woke. 

It brings the rest along. 

She sees beside the mountain brook, 

Beneath the old cork-tree 
And. toppling crag, a vine-thatch'd shed, 
Perched, like the eagle, high overhead, 

The home of liberty ; 

The rivulet, the olive shade. 

The grassy plot, the flock ; 
Nor does het simple thought forget, 
Haply, the Uttle violet. 

That springs beneath the rock. 

Sister and mate, they may not from 

Her dreaming ey6 depa^ ; 
And one, the source of gentler fears. 
More dear than all, for whom she wears 

The token at her heart. 

And hence her eye is dim, her cheek. 

Has lost its livelier glow ; 
Her song has ceased, and motionless 
She staims, an image of distress : 

Strange what a flower can do ! 
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THB LOST PLEIAD. 

There were Seven Sisters, and each wore 
A starry crown, as, hand in hand. 

By Hesper woke, they led the hours— 
The minstrels of his virgin band. 

And Love would come at eve, as they 
Were met their vesper hymn to sing, 

And linger till it ceased, with eye 
Of raptured gaze and folded wing. 

For ne^er on earth, in air, were heard 
More thrilling tones than, to Uie lyre 

Of Heaven timed, rose nightly from 
The lips of that young virgm choir. 

But they were coy, or seeming coy, 
Those minstrels of the twihffht hour ; 

Nuns of the sky, as cold and shy. 
As blossoms of the woodland bower. 

'Twas eve, and Hesper came to wake 
His starry troop, but wept-— for one» 

The brightest, fairest of the group. 
Where all were bright and fair, was gone. 

They found within her bower the harp 
To which was tuned her vesper-hymny 

The star-gems of her coronet. 
And one was with a teardrop dmiL 

They told how Love had at the gate 
Of twilight linger'd, long before 

The daylight set ; but he was flown, 
And she, the lost one, seen no more. 
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AUTUMN NOON. 

All was so still that I could almost count 

The tinklings of the falling leaves. At times, 

Perchance, a nut was heard to drop, and then— > 

As if it had slipped from him as he struck 

The meat — a squirrel's short and fretfid bark. 

Anon, a troop of noisy, roving jays, 

Whisking their gaudy topknots, would surprise 

And seize upon the top of some taJl tree, 

Shrieking, as if on purpose to emoy 

The consternation of the noontide stillness. • 

Roused by the din, the squirrel from his hole, 

Like some grave justice bent to keep the peace. 

Thrust his gray pate, much wondering what it meant. 

And squatted near me on a stone, there ba^'d 

A fly of larger breed and o'ergrown bulk, 

In the warm sunshine, vain of Ins green coat 

Of variable velvet laced with gold. 

That, ever and anon, would whisk about, 

Vexing the stillness with his buzzing din, 

As human fopling wiU do with his talk : 

And o^er the mossy post of an old fence. 

Lured from its crannies by the warmth, was spied 

A swarm of gay motes waltzing to a tune 

Of their own humming : quiet sounds, that serve 

More deeply to impress us with a sense 

Of silent loneliness and trackless ways. 



Gbobob W. Doane. 

THBRMOPTLJI. 

'TwAS an hour of fearful issues. 
When the bold three hundred stood. 

For their love of holy freedom. 
By that old Thessahan flood ; 
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When, lifting high each sword of flame, 
They call'd on ev'ry sacred name, 
And swore, beside those dashing waves, 
They never, never would be slaves ! 

And oh ! that oath was nobly kept, 

From mom to setting sun, 
Did desperation urge the fight 

Which valour had begun ; 
Till, torrent-like, the stream of blood 
Ran down and mingled with the flood. 
And all, from mountain cliff to wave. 
Was Freedom's, Valour's, Glory's grave. 

Oh, yes, that oath was nobly kept, 

Which npbly had been sworn. 
And proudly did each gaUant heart 

The foeman's fetters spurn ; 
And firmly was the fight maintain'd. 
And amply was the tnumph gain'd ; 
They fought, fair Liberty, for thee : 
They fell — to die is to bjs free.. 



THE WATERS OF MARAH. 

'* And Moses cried uato the Lord, and the Lord showed 
him a tree, which, when he had cast into the waters, the waten 
were made sweet.*' 

Br Marah's stream of bitterness. 

When Moses stood and cried, 
Jehovah heard his fervent pray'r, 

And instant help supplied : 
The Prophet sought the precious tree 

With prompt, obedient feet; 
^Twas cast into the fount, and made 

The bitter waters sweet. 
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Whene'er affliction o'er thee sheds 

Its influence malign, 
Then, suflf 'rer, be the Prophet's pray'r, 

And prompt obedience, thine : 
' 'Tis but a Marah's fount, ordain'd 

Thy faith in God to prove, 
And pray'r and resignation shall ^ 

Its bitterness remove 



Ltdia Huntlet Sioournbt. 

INDIAN NAMES. 

'* How can the red men be forgotten, while so many of oar 
states and territories, bays, lakes, and rivers, are indelibly stacmp- 
ed by names of their givmg?** 

Ye say they all have pass'd away, 

Th^ noble race and brave, 
That their light canoes have vanish'd 

From off the crested wave. 
That, mid the forests where they roam'd, 

There rings no hunter's shout ; 
, But their name is on your waters, 

Ye may not wash it out. 

'TIS where Ontario's billow 

Like ocean's surge is curPd, 
Where strong Niagara's thunders wake 

The echo of the world. 
Where red Missouri bringeth 

Rich tribute from the west. 
And Rappahannock sweetly sleeps 

On green Virginia's breast. 

Ye say their conelike cabins. 

That cluster'd o'er the vale. 
Have disappear'd, as wither'd leaves 

Before the autumn's gale ; 
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But their memory liveth on your hills, 

Their baptism on your shore, 
Your everlasting rivers speak 

Their dialect of yore. 

Old Massachusetts wears it 

Within her lordly crown, 
And broad Ohio hears it 

Amid his young* renown. 
Connecticut hath wreath'd it 

Where her quiet foliage waves, 
And bold Kentucky breathes it hoarse 

Through all her ancient caves. 

Wachusett hides its lingering voice 

Within his rocky heart, 
And Alleghany graves its tone 

Throughout his lofty chart. 
Monadnock, on his forehead hoar, 

Doth seal the sacred trust. 
Your mountains build their monument, 

Though ye destroy their dust. 



CONTBNTMBNT. 

Think'st thou the steed that restless roves 
O'er rocks and mountains, fields and groves, 

With wild, unbridled bound. 
Finds fresher pasture than the bee. 
On thymy bank or vernal tree, 
Intent to store her industry 

Within her waxen round? 

Think'st thou the fountain forced to turn 
Through marble vase or sculptured urn, 

Affords a sweeter draught 
Than that which, in its native sphere. 
Perennial, undisturb'd and clear, 
Flows, the lone traveller's thirst to cheer. 

And wake his grateful thoui;ht 1 



192 LYDIA HUNTLEY SIGOURNEY. 

Think^st thou the man whose mansions hold 
The worldling's pomp and miser's gold, 

Obtains a richer prize 
Than he who, in his cot at rest, 
Finds heavenly peace, a willing guest, 
^d bears the promise in his breast 

Of treasure in the skies ? 



THB WESTERN BMIOBANT. 



An ax rang sharply mid those forest shades 
Which from creation towards the skies had tower'4. 
In unshorn beauty. There, with vigorous arm, 
Wrought a bold emigrant, and by his side 
His httle son, with question and response, 
Beguiled the toil. 

" Boy, thou hast never seen 
Such glorious trees. Hark, when their giant trunks 
Fall, how the firm earth groans. Rememberest thoti 
The mighty river, on whose breast we sail'd. 
So many days, on towards the setting sun ^ 
Our own Connecticut, compared to that, 
Was but a creeping stream." 

"Father, the brook 
That by our door went singing, where I launched 
My tiny boat, with my young playmates round 
When school was o'er, is dearer far to me 
Than all these bold, broad waters. To my eye 
They are as strangers. And those little trees 
My mother nurtured in the garden bound 
Of our first home, from whence the fragrant peach 
Hung in its ripening gold, were fairer, sure. 
Than this dark forest, shutting out the day." 
"What, ho ! my little girl," and with light step 
A fairy creature hasted towards her sire, 
And, setting down the basket that contained 
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His noon repast, look'd upward to his face 
With sweet, confiding smile. 

" See, dearest, see, 
That bright-wing'd paroquet, and hear the song 
Of yon gay redbird, echoing through the trees, 
Making rich music. Didst thou ever hear, 
In far New-England, such a mellow tone ?" 
" I had a robin that did take the crumbs 
Each night and morning, and his chirping toice 
Did make me joyful as I went to tend 
My snowdrops. I was always laughing then 
In that first home. I should be happier now, 
Methinks, if I could find among these dells 
The same fresh violets." 

Slow night drew on. 
And round the rude hut of the emigrant 
The wrathful spirit of the rising storm 
Spake bitter things. His weary children slept, 
Ajid he, with hes^ declined, sat listening long 
To the swoln waters of the Illinois, 
Dashmg against their shores. 

Starting, he spake : 
" Wife ! did I see thee brush away a tear I 
'Twas even so. Thy heart was with the halls 
Of thy nativity. Their sparkling lights. 
Carpets, and sofas, and admiring guests. 
Befit thee better than these rugged walls 
Of shapeless logs, and this lone, hermit home." 
" No, no. All was so still around, methought 
Upon mine ear that echoed hymn did steal. 
Which, mid the church where erst we paid our vows. 
So tuneful peal'd. . But tenderly thy voice 
Dissolved the illusion." 

And the gentle smile 
Lighting her brow, the fond caress- that sooth'd 
Her w£dung infant, reassured his soul 
That, wheresoe'er our best affections dwell, 

R 
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And strike a healthful root, is happiness. 
Content and placid to his rest he sank ; 
But dreams, those wild magicians, that do play 
Such pranks when reason slumbers, tireless wrought 
Their will with him. ^ 

Up rose the thronging mart 
Of his own native city ; roof and spire, 
All glittering bright, in fancy's frostwork ray. 
The steed his boyhood nurtured proudl)'' neigh'd ; 
The ^vourite dog came frisking round his feet, 
"With shrill and joyous bark ; familiar doors 
Flew open; greeting hands with his were link'd 
In friendship's grasp ; he heard the keen debate 
From congregated haunts, where mind with mind 
Doth blend and brighten ; and till morning roved 
Mid the loved scenery of his native land. 



TRB WIDOW^S CHAR6B AT HER DAUGHTER'S BRIDAL. 

Deal gently, thou, whose hand has won 

The young bird from the nest away. 
Where, careless 'neath a vernal sim. 

She gayly caroll'd day by day : 
The haunt is lone, the heart must grieve, 

From whence her timid wing doth soar, 
They pensive list, at hush of eve. 

Yet hear her gushing song no more. 

Deal gently with her : thou art dear 

Beyond what vestal lips have told. 
And like a lamb, from fountain clear. 

She turns confiding to the fold ; 
She round thy sweet, domestic bower 

The wreaths of changeless love shall twine, 
Watch for thy step at vesper hour. 

And blend her holiest prayer with thine. 
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Deal gently, thou, when far away. 

Mid stranger scenes her foot shall rove, 
Nor let thy tender cares decay, 

The soul of woman lives in love ; 
And shouldst thou, wondering, maiic a tear 

Unconscious from her eyefid brej^, 
Be pitiful, and sooth the fear 

That man's strong heart can ne'er partake. 

A mothe.r yields her gem to thee, 

On thy true breast to sparkle rare ; 
She places 'neath thy household tree 

The idol of her fondest care ; 
And by thy trust to be forgiven, 

When judgment wakes in terror wild, 
By all thy treasured hopes of Heaven, 
. Deal gently with the widow's child. 



Hannah F. Gould. 

THV PBBBLE AND THB ACORN. 

" I AM a pebble ! and jdeld to none !" 
Were the swelling words of a tiny stone ; 
" Nor time nor seasons can alter me ; 
I am abiding, while ages flee. 
The pelting hail and the drizzling rain 
Have tried to soften me, long, in vain ; 
And the tender dew has sought to melt. 
Or touch my heart, but it was not felt. 
There's none that can tell about my birth, 
For I'm as old as the big, round earth. 
The children of men arise, and pass 
Out of the world like the blades of grass ; 
And many a foot on me has trod, 
That's gone from sight and under the sod ! 
I am a pebble ! but who art thou, , 
Battling along from the restless bought" 
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The acorn was shocked at this nide salute, 
And lay for a moment abash'd and mute ; 
She never before had been so near 
This gravelly ball, the mundane sphere ; 
And she felt for a time at a loss to know 
How to answer a thing so coarse and low. 
But to give reproof of a nobler sort 
Than the angiy look or the keen retort, 
At length she said, in a gentle tone, 
'* Since it has happened that I am thrown 
From the hghter element, where I grew, 
Down to another so hard and new, 
And beside a personage so august, 
Abased, I will cover my head with dust, 
And quickly retire from the sight of one 
Whom time, nor season, nor storm, nor sun, 
Nor the gentle dew, nor the grinding heel 
Has ever subdued, or made to feel!" 
And soon, in the earth, she sunk away 
Trom the comfortless spot where the pebble lay. 

But it was not long ere the soil was broke 
By the |)eering head of an infant oak ! 
And, as it arose and its branches spread, 
The pebble looked up, and wondering said : 
" A modest acorn ! never to tell 
What was enclosed in its simple shell ; 
That the pride of the forest was folded up 
In the narrow space of its httle cup ! 
And meekly to sink in the darksome earth, 
Which proves that nothing could hide her worth ! 
And oh ! how many will tread on me. 
To come and admire the beautiful tree, 
Whose head is towering towards the sky, 
Above such a worthless thing as I ! 
Useless and vain, a cumberer here, 
I have been idling from year to year. 
But never, fVom this, shall a vaunting word 
From the humbled pebble again be heard, 
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Till something without me or within, 
Shall show the purpose for which I've been !" 
The pebble its vow could not forget, 
And it lies there wrai^'d in silence yet. 



THB WATERFALL. 

Ye mighty waters, that have join'd your forces* 
Roaring and dashing with this awM sound, 

Here are ye mingled ; but the distant sources . 
Whence ye have issued, where shall they be 
found? 

Who may retrace the ways that ye have taken. 
Ye streams and drops ? who separate you afl, 

And find the many places yeVe forsaken, 
To come and rush together down the fall? 

Through thousand, thousand paths have ye been 
roaming. 

In earth and air, who now each other urge 
To the last point ! and then, so madly foaming. 

Leap down at once from this stup^ous veige. 

Some in the lowering cloud a while were centred, 
That in the stream beheld its sable face. 

And melted into tears, that, falling, entered 
With sister waters on the sudden race. 

Others, to light that beamed upcm the fountain, 
Have from the vitals of the rock been freed, 

In silver threads, that, shining down the mountain, 
Twilled off among the vercOore of ihe mead. 

And many a flower that bow'd beside the river, 
In opening beauty, ere the dew was dried, 

Stirr'd by the breeze, has been an early giver^ 
Of her pure offering to the rolling tide. 

R2 
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Thus from the vems, through earth's dark bosom 
pouring, 

Many have flowed in tributary streams ; 
Some, in the bow that bent, the sun adoring, 

Have shone in colours borrowed from his beams. 

But He who holds the ocean in the hollow 
Of his strong hand can separate you all ! 

His searching eye the secret way will follow. 
Of every drop that hurries to the fall ! 

We are, like you, in mighty torrents mingled, 
. And speeding downward to one common home ; 
Yet there's an eye that every drop hath singled, 
And marked the winding ways through which we 
come. 

Those who have here adored the Sun of heaven, 
And shown the world their brightness drawn from 
him, 
Again before him, though their hues be seven^ 
^^hafi blend their beauty, never to grow dim. 

We bless the promise, as ^we thus are tending 
Down to the tomb, that gives us hope to rise 

Before the Power to whom we now are bending, 
To stand his bow of glory in the skies ! 



THE DBBAM. 



I DREAMED, and 'twas a lovely, blessed dream, 
That I again my native hiUs had found. 

The mossy rocks, the valley, and the stream 
That used to hold me captive to its sound. 

I was a child again : I roam'd anew 
About my early haunts, and saw the whole 

That fades, with waking memory, from the view 
Of this mysterious tMng we call the souL 
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A very child, again beside the brodk, 

I made my puny hand a cup to dip 
Among the sparkling waters, where I took 

Its hollow full and brought it to my lip. 

And oh ! that cooling draught I still can taste, 
And feel it in the spirit and the flesh : 

'Tis like a fount, that in the desert waste 
Leaps out, the weary pilgrim to refresh. 

The spice of other days was borne along, 
From shrub and forest, on the balmy breeze ; 

I heard my warbling wild-bird's tender song 
Come sweet and thrilling through the rustling 
trees. 

All was restored, as in the sunny day 
When I believed my little rural ground 

The centre of the world, whose limits lay 
Just where the bright horizon hemmed it round. 

And she — who was my sister then, but now 
What she may be the pure immortals faaow. 

Who round the throne of the Eternal bow, 
And bathe in glory, veil'd from all below — 

Yes, she was there ; who, with her riper years, 
. Once walked, the guardian of my infant feet ; 
Drew from my hand the thorn, wiped off my tears, 
And brought fresh flowers to deck our grassy 

I saw her cheek with life's warm current flushM; 

Clung to the fingers that I used to hold ; 
Heard the loved voice that is for ever hush'd, 

And felt the form that long ago was cold. 

All I have been and known, in all the years 
Since I was sporting in that cherish'd spot. 

My hopes, my joys, my wishes, and my tearSi 
As only dreamings, were alike forgot. 
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nVas this that made my dream so blessM and 
bright, 

And me the careless thing that I was then : 
Yet, Time, I would not now reverse thy flight, 

And risk the running of my race again. 

The fairest joys that struck their roots in earth, 
I would not rear again to bloom and fade ! 

IVe had them once in their ideal worth ; 
Their height I've measured, and their substance 
weigh'd. 

Nor those who sleep in peace would I awake, 
To have their hearts with time's delusions filled; 

The seal that God has set I would not break. 
Nor call the voice to lips that he has stiU'd. 

And yet I love my dream : 'twas very sweet 
- _._ To be among my native hills again ; 
Where my light heart was borne by infant feet, 
The careless, blissful creature I was then! 

Whene'er I think of it, the warm tears roll, 
Uncall'd and unforbidden, down my cheek ; 

But not for joy or sorrow. Oh, my soul. 
Thy nature, power, or purpose, who can speak t 



THB CHILD ON* THB BEACH. 

Mart, a beautiful, artless child. 
Came down on the beach to me, 

Where I sat, and a pensive hour beguiled 
By watching the restless sea. 

I never liad seen her face before. 
And mine was to her unknown ; 

But we each rejoiced on that peaceful shore 
The other to meet alone. 
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Her cheek was the rose's opening bud, 

Her brow of an ivory white ; 
Her eyes were bright, as the stars that stud 

The sky of a cloudless night. 

To reach my side as she gayly sped, 

With the step of a bounding fawn, 
The pebbles scarce moved beneath her tread, 

Ere the httle light foot was gone. 

With the love of a hoUer world than this, 

Her innocent heart seem'd warm ; 
While the glad young spirit look'd out with bliss 

From its shrine in her sylph-like form. 

Her soul seem'd spreading the scene to span, 

That open'd before her view, 
And longing for power to look the plan 

Of the universe fairly through. 

She climb'd and stood on the rocky steep. 
Like a bird that would mount and fly 

Far over the waves, where the broad, blue deep 
RoU'd up to the bending sky. 

She placed her lips to the spiral shell, 

And breathed through every fold; 
She look'd for the depth of its pearly cell, 

As a miser would look for gold. 

Her small white fingers were spread to toss 

The foam, as it reach'd the strand : 
She ran them along in the purple moss. 

And over the sparkling sand. 

The green sea-egg, by its tenant left. 

And formed to aii ocean cup. 
She held by its sides, of their spears bereft. 

To fill, as the waves roU'd up. 

But the hour went round, and she knew the space 

Her mother's soft word assigned ; 
While she seem'd to look with a saddening face 

^ all she must leave behind. 
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8he searched mid the pebbles, and finding one 
Smooth, clear, and of amber dye, 

She held it up to the morning smi, 
And over her own mild eye. 

Then, " Here," said she, " I will give you this, 

That you may remember me !" 
And she seaUd her ^ft with a parting kiss, 

And fled from beside the sea. 

Mary, thy token is by me yet. 

To me ^tis a dearer gem 
Than ever was brought from the mine, or set 

In the loftiest diadem. 

It carries me back to the far-off deep, 

And places rAe on the shore. 
Where ihe beauteous child, who bade me keep 

Her pebble, I meet once more. 

And all that is lovely, pure, and bright, 

In a soul that is young, and free 
From the stain of guile, and the deadly blight 

Of sorrow, I find in thee. 

I wonder if ever thy tender heart 

In memory meets me there, 
"Where thy soft, quick sigh, as we had to part, 

Was caught by the ocean air. 

Bless'd one ! over time's rude shore, on thee 

May an angel guard attend. 
And " a white stone bearing a new name^'* be 

Thy passport when time shall end ! 



PROSPER M. WETMORE. 20S 

Prosper M. Wetmork. 

^'TWBLYB YBAB8 HAYB FLOWN." 

Twelve years haye" flown since last I saw 

My birthplace and my home of youth : 
How oft its scenes would memory draw. 

Her tints the pencillings of truth : 
Unto that spot 1 come once more, 

The dearest life hath ever known ; 
And still it wears the look it wore, 

Although twelve weary years have flown. 

Again upon the soil I stand 

Where first my infant footsteps stray'd ; 
Again I view my " father-land," 

And wander through its pleasant shade : 
I gaze upon the hills, the skies, 

The verdant banks with flowers o'ergrown^ 
And while I look with glistening eyes. 

Almost forget twelve years are flown. 

Twelve years are flown ! those words are brie( 

Yet in their sound what fancies dwell : 
The hcmrs of Wiss, the days of grief. 

The joys and woes remember'd well : 
The hopes that fill'd the youthful breast, 

Alas ! how many a one o'erthrown! 
Deep thoughts, that long have been at rest, 

Wake at the words, twelve years have flown I 

The past ! the past ! a saddening thought, 

A withering spell is in^the sound ! 
It comes with memories deeply fraught 

Of youthful pleasure's giddy round ; 
Of forms that roved life's sunniest bowers, 

The cherish'd few for ever gone : 
Of dreams that fill'd life's morning hours, 

Where are they now? Twelve years have 
flown! 
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A brief but eloquent reply ! 

Where are youth's hopes — life's morning 
Seek for the flowers that floated by [dream T 

Upon the rushing mountain stream! 
Yet gems beneath that wave may sleep, 

TiU after years shall make them known : 
Thus golden thoughts the heart will keep, 

That perish not, though years haye flown. 



William C. Bryant. 



THE PAST. 



Thou unrelenting Past ! 
Strong are the barriers round thy dark domain, 

And fetters, sure and fast, 
IfoM all that enter thy unbreathing reign. 

Far in thy realm withdrawn 
Old empires sit in sulleimess and gloom. 

And glorious ages gone 
Lie deep within the shadow of thy womb. 

Childhood, with all its mirth, 
Yputh, manhood, age, that draws us to the gionnd. 

And last, man's life on earth. 
Glide to thy dim dominions, ai\d are bound. 

Thou hast my better years, 
Thou hast my earlier friends— the good— the kind, 

Yielded to thee with tears — 
The venerable form — the exalted mind. 

My spirit yearns to bring 
The lost ones back : yearns with desire intense. 

And struggles hard to wring 
The bolts apart, and pluck thy captives thence. 
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In vain : thy gates deny 
All passage save to those who hence depart ; 

Nor to the streaming eye 
Thou giv^st them back, nor to the broken heart. 

In thy abysses hide 
Beauty and excellence unknown : to thee 

Earth's wonder and her pride 
Are gathered, as the waters to the sea ; 

Labours of good to man, 
UnpubUshM charity, unbroken faith : 

Love, that midst grief began, 
And grew with years, and falter'd not in death. 

Full many a mighty name 
Lurks in thy depths, unutter'd, unrevere'd ; 

With thee are silent fame, 
Forgotten arts, and wisdom disappear'd. 

Thine for a space are they : 
Yet shalt thou 3rield thy treasures up at last ; 

Thy gatea shall yet give way, 
Thy bolts shall fall, inexorable Past ! 

All that of good and fair 
Has gone into thy womb from earliest time, 

Shall then come forth, to wear 
The glory and the beauty of its prime. 

They have not perished — ^no ! 
Kind words, remembered voices once so sweet, 

Smiles, radiant long ago. 
And features, the great soul's apparent seat, 

All shall come back ; each tie 
Of pure affection shall be knit again ; 

Alone shall Evil die,' 
And Sorrow dwell a prisoner in thy reign. 
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And then shall I behold 
Him, by whose kind paternal side I sprung, 

And her who, still and cold, 
Fills the next grave — the beautiful and young. 



THI PBAIRIIS. 

These are the gardens of the desert, these 
The unshorn fields, boundless and beautiful, 
For which the speech of England has no name — 
The Prairies. I behold them for the first, 
And my heart swells, while the dilated sight 
Takes in the encircling vastness. Lo ! they stretch 
In airy undidations, far away, 
As if the ocean, in his gentlest swell. 
Stood still, with all his rounded billows fix'd, 
And motionless for ever. Motionless 1 
No, they are all unchain'd again. The clouds 
Sweep over with their shadows, and, beneath, 
The surface rolls and fluctuates to the eye ; 
Dark hollows seem to glide along, and chase 
The sunny ridges. Breezes of the South !' 
Who toss the golden and the flame-like flowers, 
And pass the prairie-hawk, that, poised on high, 
Flaps his broad wings, yet moves not — ye have play'd 
Among the palms of Mexico and vines 
Of Texas, and have crisp'd the limpid brooks 
That from the fountains of Sonora glide 
Into the calm Pacific — ^have ye fann'd 
A nobler or a loveher scene than this ? 
Man hath no part in all this glorious work : 
The hand that built the firmament hath heaved 
And smoothed these verdant swells, and sown their 

slopes 
With herbage, planted them with island groves. 
And hedged them round with forests. Fitting floor 
For this magnificent temple of the sky — 
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With flowers whose glory and whose multitude 
Rival the constellations ! The great heavens 
Seem to stoop down upon the scene in love — 
A nearer vault, and of a tenderer blue, 
Than that which bends above the eastern hills. 
As o'er the verdant waste I guide my steed, 
Among the high, rank grass that sweeps his sides, 
The hollow beating of his footstep seems 
A sacrilegious sound. I think of those 
Upon whose rest he tramples. Are they here— 
The dead of other days ? and did the dust 
Of these fair solitudes once stir with life 
And bum with passion ? Let the mighty mounds 
That overlook the rivers, or that rise 
In the dim forest, crowded with old oaks, 
Answer. A race, that long has pass'd away, 
BuiH them ; a disciplined and populous race 
Heaped, with long toil, the earth, while yet the Greek 
Was hewing the Pentelicus to forms 
Of symmetry, and rearing on its rock 
The glittering Parthenon. These ample fields 
Nourished their harvests, here their herds were fedf 
When haply by their stalls the bison low'd. 
And bow'd his maned shoulder to the yoke. 
All day this desert murmured with their toils, 
Till twilight blush'd, and lovers walk'd, and wooed 
In a forgotten language, and old tunes, 
From instruments of unremember'd form, 
Gave the doft winds a voice. The red man came-^ 
The roaming hunter tribes, warlike and fierce, 
And the mound-buUders vanished from the earth. 
The solitude of centuries untold 
Has settled where they dwelt. The prairie-wolf 
Hunts in their meadows, and his fresh-duff den 
Yawns by my path. The gopher mines the groand 
Where stood their swarming cities. All is gone- 
All — save the piles of earth that hold their bones— 
The platforms where they worshipped unknown 
gods — 
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The barriers which they builded from the soil 
To keep the foe at bay — till o'er the walls 
The wild beleaguerers broke, and, one by one, 
The strongholds of the plain were forced, and heap^ 
With corpses. The brown vultures of the wood 
Flock'd to those vast uncover'd sepulchres, 
And sat, unscared and silent, at their feast. 
Haply some sohtary fugitive, 
Lurking in marsh and forest, till the sense 
Of desolation and of fear became 
Bitterer than death, yielded himself to die. 
Man's better nature triumph'd. Kindly words 
Welcomed and sooth'd him ; the rude conquerors 
Seated the captive with their chiefs ; he chose 
A bride among their maidens, and at length 
Seem'd to forget — ^yet ne'er forgot — ^the wife 
Of his first love, and her sweet little ones 
Butcher'd, amid their shrieks, with all his race. 

Thus change the forms jof being. Thus arise 
Races of living things, glorious in strength, 
And perish, as the quickening breath of God 
Fills them, or is withdrawn. The red man, too, 
Has left the blooming wilds he ranged so long, 
And, nearer to the Rocky Mountains, sought 
A wider hunting-ground. The beaver buUds 
No longer by these streams, but far away, 
On waters whose blue surface ne'er gave back 
The white man's face ; among Missouri's springs, 
And pools whose issues swell the Oregon, 
He rears his little Venice. In these plains 
The bison feeds no more. Twice twenty leagues 
Beyond remotest smoke of hunter's camp, 
Roams the majestic brute, in herds that shake 
The earth with thundering steps ; yet here I meet 
His ancient footprints stamp'd beside the pool. 

Still this ^eat solitude is quick with life. 
Myriads of msects, gaudy as the flowers 
They flutter over, gentle quadrupeds. 
And birds that scarce have leam'd the fear of man, 
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Are here, and sliding reptiles of the ground, 

Startlingly beautiful. The graceful deer 

Bounds to the wood at my approach. The bee, 

A more adventurous colonist than man, 

With whom he came across the eastern deep, 

Fills the savannas with his murmurings. 

And hides his sweets, as in the golden age. 

Within the hollow oak. I listen long 

To his domestic hum, and think I hear 

The sound of that advancing multitude 

Which soon shall fill the deserts. From the ground 

Comes up the laugh of children, the soft voice 

Of maidens, and the sweet and solemn hymn 

Of Sabbath worshippers. The low of herds 

Blends vrith the rustling of the heavy grain 

Over the dark-brown fuirows. All at once 

A fresher wind sweeps by, and breaks my dream. 

And I am in the wildeniess alone. 



THE BITVLST. 

This little rill that, from the springs 
Of yonder grove, its current brings, 
Plays on the slope a while, and then 
Goes prattling into groves again, 
Oft to its warbling waters drew 
My little feet, when life was new. 
When woods in early green were dressed, 
And from the chambers of the west 
The warmer breezes, travelling out, 
Breathed the new scent of flowers about, 
My truant steps from home would stray, 
Upon its grassy side to play. 
List the brown-thrasher's vernal hymn, 
And crop the violet on its brim, 
With blooming cheek and open brow, 
As young and gay, sweet riU, as thou. 

S3 
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And when the days of boyhood came. 
And I had grown in love with fame, 
Duly I sought thy banks, and tried 
My first rude numbers by thy side. 
Words cannot tell how bright and gay 
The scenes of Ufe before me lay. 
Then glorious hopes, that now to speak 
Would bring the blood into my cheek, 
Pass'd o'er me ; and I wrote, on high, 
A name I deem'd should never die. 

Years change thee not. Upon yon hill 
The tall old maples, verdant still, 
Yet tell, in grandeur of decay, 
How swift the years have pass'd away, 
Since first, a cmld, and half afraid, 
I wander'd in the forest shade. 
Thou, ever joyous rivulet. 
Dost dimple, leap, and prattle yet ; 
And sporting with the sands that pave 
The windings of thy silver wave. 
And dancing to thy own wild chime. 
Thou laughest at the lapse of time. 
The same sweet sounds are in my eai 
My early childhood loved to hear ; 
As pure thy limpid waters run, 
As bright they sparkle to the sun ; 
As fresh and thick the bending ranks 
Of herbs that line thy oozy banks ; 
The violet thexe, in soft May dew. 
Comes up, as modest and as blue ; 
As green amid thy current's stress 
Floats the scarce-rooted watercress ; 
And the brown ground-bird, in thy glen, 
Still chirps as merrily as then. 

Thou changest not — but I am changed 
Since first thy pleasant banks I ranged ; 
, And the grave stranger, come to see 
/The play-place of his infancy, 
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Has scarce a single trace of him 
Who sported once upon thy brim. 
The visions of my youth are past — 
Too bright, too beautiful to last. 
I've tried the world : it wears no more 
The colouring of romance it wore. 
Yet well has Nature kept the truth 
She promised to my earliest youth. 
The radiant beauty, shed abroad 
On all the glorious works of God, 
Shows freshly, to my sober'd eye, 
Each charm it wore in days gone by. 

A few brief years shall pass away. 
And I, all trembling, weak, and gray, 
Bow'd to the earth, which-waits to fold 
My ashes in the embracing mould 

ilf haply the dark will of fate 
ndulge my life so long a date), 
May come for the last time to look 
Upon my childhood's favourite brook. 
Then dimly on my eye shall gleam 
The sparkle of thy dancing stream; 
And faintly on my ear shall fall 
Thy prattUng current's merry call ; 
Yet Shalt thou flow as glad and bright 
As when thou met'st my infant sight. 

And I shall sleep : and on thy side, 
As ages after ages glide. 
Children their early sports shall try. 
And pass to hoary age and die. 
But thou, unchanged from year to year, 
Gayly shalt play and glitter here ; 
Amid young flowers and tender grass 
Thy endless infancy shalt pass ; 
And, singing down thy narrow glen, 
Shalt mock the fading race of men. 
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*'SARTB*8 CHILDREN OLSAYB TO EARTH.** 

Earth's children cleave to earth : her frail« 

Decaying children dread decay. 
Yon wreath of mist that leaves the vale. 

And lessens in the morning ray : 
Look, how, by mountain rivulet. 

It lingers, as it upward creeps, 
And clings to fern and copsewood set ' 

Along the green and dewy steps : 
ClingS'to the fragrant kalmia, clings 

To precipices fringed with grass, 
Dark maples where the wood-thrush sings. 

And bowers of fragrant sassafras. 
Yet all in vain : it passes still 

From hold to hold ; it cannot stay ; 
And in the very beams that fill 

The world with glory, wastes away. 
Till, parting from the mountain's brow, 

It vanishes from human eye. 
And that which sprung of earth is now 

A portion of the glorious sky. 



Jamks K. Paulding. 



PASSAGE DOWN THE OHIO. 



As down Ohio's ever ebbing tide, 
Oarless and saiUess, silently they glide. 
How still the scene, how lifeless, yet how fair, 
Was the lone land that met the strangers there ! 
No smiling villages or curling smoke 
The busy haunts of busy men bespoke ; 
No solitary hut the banks along, 
Sent forth blithe Labour's homely, rustic song; 
No urchin gamboll'd on the smooth white saiKl, 
Or hurl'd the skipping-stone with playful hand, 



JAMES K. PAULDINQ. 213 

While playmate dog plunged in the clear blue wave, 
And swam, in vain, the sinking prize to save. 
Where now are seen, along the river side, 
Young busy towns, in buxom painted pride, 
And fleets of gliding boats with riches crown'd, 
To distant Orleans or St. Louis bound, 
Nothing appear'd but nature unsubdued. 
One endless, noiseless woodland solitude, . 
Or^boundless prairie, that aye seem'd to be 
As level and as lifeless as the sea ; 
They seem'd to breathe in this wide world alone, 
Heirs of the Earth — the land was all their own! 

'Twas evening now : the hour of toil was o'er, 
Yet stiU they durst not seek the fearful shore, 
Lest watchful Indian crew should silent creep. 
And spring upon and murder them in sleep ; 
So through the livelong msht they held their way, 
And Hwas a night might shame the fairest day; 
So still, so bright, so tranquil was its reign, 
They cared not though t^he day ne'er came again. 
The moon high wheel'd the distant hills above^ 
Silver'd the fleecy foliage of the grove, 
That as the wooing zephyrs on it fell, 
Whisper'd it loved the gentle visit well : 
That fair-faced orb alone to move appear'd. 
That zephyr was the only sound thBy heard. 
No deep-mouth'd hound the hunter's haunt betray'd, 
No lights upon the shore or waters pla3r'd, 
No loud laugh broke upon the silent air. 
To tell the wand'rers man was nestling there. 
AH, all was still, on gliding bark and shore. 
As if the earth now slept to wake no more. 
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John G. Whittieb. 

THB FKMALB MARTYB. 

Mary G , aged 18, a " Sister op Charitv," died in one 

of our Atlantic cities, during the prevalence of the Indian Chol- 
era, while in voluntary attendance upon the sick. 

** Bring out your dead !" the midnight street 
Heard and gave back the hoarse, low call ; 

Harsh fell the tread of hasty feet ; 

Glanced througii the dark the coarse white sheet ; 
Her coffin and her pall. 

" What ! only one !" the brutal hackman said. 

As, with an oath, he spumed away the dead. 

How sunk the inmost hearts of all. 

As roU'd that dead-cart slowly by, 
With creaking wheel and harsh hoof-fall I 
The dying tum'd him to the wall, 

To hear it and to die ! 
Onward it roU'd ; while oft its driver stay'd, 
And hoarsely clamourM, " Ho ! bring out your dead." 

It paused beside the burial-place : 
" Toss in your load !" and it was done. 

With quick hand and averted face, 

Hastily to the grave's embrace 
They cast them, one by one — 

Stranger and friend — the evil and the just, 

Together trodden in the churchyard dust ! 

And thou, young martyr ! thou wast there : 

No white-robed sisters roimd thee trod, 
Nor holy hymn, nor fimeral prayer 
Rose through the damp and noisome air. 

Giving thee to thy God ; 
Nor flower, nor cross, nor hallow'd taper gave 
Grace to the dead, and beauty to the grave ! 



JOHN G. WHITTIER. 215 

Yet, gentle sufferer ! there shall be, 

In every heart of kindly feeling, 
A rite as holy paid to thee 
As if beneath the convent-tree 

Thy sistei'hood were kneeling, 
At vesper hours, like sorrowing angels, keeping 
Their tearful watch around thy place of sleeping. 

For thou wast one in whom the light 

Of Heaven's own love was kincBed well, 
Enduring with a martyr's might, 
Through weary day and wakeful night. 

Far more than words may tell : 
Gentle, and meek^ and lowly, and unknown. 
Thy mercies measured by thy God alone ! 

Where manly hearts were failing — where 
The throngful street grew foul with death, 

Oh high soul'd martyr ! thou wast there, 

Inhaling from the loathsome air 
Poison with every breath. 

Yet shrinking not from offices of dread 

For the wrung dying and the unconscious dead. 

And, where the sickly taper shed 
Its light through vapours, damp, confined, 

Hush'd as a seraph's fell thy tread, 

A new Electra by the bed 
Of suffering human-kind ! 

Pointing the spirit, in its dark dismay. 

To that pure hope which fadeth not away. 

Innocent teacher of the high 

And holy mysteries of Heaven !. 
How tum'd to thee each glazing eye. 
In mute and awful sympathy. 

As thy low prayers were given ; 
And the o'erhovering spoiler wore, the while, 
An angel's features, a deliverer's smile ! 
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A blessed task ! and worthy one 

Who, turning from the world, as thou, 
Ere being's pathway had begun 
To leave its spring-time flower and sun, 

Had seal'd her early vow, 
Giving to God her beauty and her youth. 
Her pure affections and her guileless truth. 

Earth may not claim thee. Nothing here 
Could be for thee a meet reward ; 

.Thine i» a treasure far more dear : 

Eye hath not seen it, nor the ear 
Of living mortal heard. 

The joys prepared, the promised bliss above. 

The holy presence of Eternal Love ! 

Sleep on in peace. The earth has not 
A nobler name than thine shall be. 

The deeds by martial manhood wrought. 

The lofty energies of thought. 
The fire of poesy — 

These have but frail and fading honours ; thine 

Shall Time unto Eternity consign. 

Yea : and when thrones shall crumble down. 
And human pride and grandeur fall*— 

The herald's pride of long renown. 

The mitre and the kingly crown — 
Perishing glories all ! 

The pure devotion of thy generous heart 

Shall live in Heaven, of which it was a part ! 



THB WORSHIP OF NATURE. 

" It hath beene as it were especially rendered unto mee, and 
made plaine and legible tomyunderstandynge, that a great wor- 
shipp Is going on among the thyngs of God.**— GVoif. 

The Ocean looketh up to Heaven 

As 'twere a living thing. 
The homage of its waves is given 

In ceaseless worshipping. 
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They kneel upon the sloping sand, 

As bends the human knee, 
A beautiful and tireless band, 

The Priesthood of the Sea! 

They pour the glittering treasures out 

Which in the deep have birth. 
And chant their awful h3anns about 

The watching hills of earth. 

The green earth sends its incense up 

From every moimtain shrine. 
From every fldwer and dewy cup 

That greeteth the sunshine. 

The mists are lifted from the rills 

Like the white wing of pra;^er, 
They lean above the ancient hills 

As doing homage there. 

The forest tops are lowly cast 

O'er breezy hill and glen, 
As if a prayerful spirit passed 

On Nature as on men. , 

The clouds weep o'er the fallen world. 

E'en as repentant love ; 
Ere to the blessed breeze unftirl'd, 

They fade in light above. 

The sky is as a temple's arch. 

The blue and wavy air 
Is fflorious with the spirit-march 

Of messengers of prayer. 

The gentle moon, the kindling sun, 

The many stars are civen. 
As shrines to bum earui's incense on— 

The altar-fires of Heaven I 

T * 
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PRNTUCKET. 

The village of Haverhill, on the Merrimack, called by the In- 
dians Pentucket, was for nearly seventy years a frontier town, 
and during thirty years endured all the horrors of savage war- 
fare. In the year 1708, a combined body of French and Indians, 
under the command of De Challions, and Hertel de Rouville, 
the infamous and bloody sacker of Deerfield, made an attack 
upon the village, which at that time contained c«ily thirty houses. 
Sixteen of the villagers were massacred, and a still larger num- 
ber made prisoners. About thirty of the enemy also fell, and 
among them Hertel de Rouville. The minister of the place, 
Benjamin Rolfe, was killed by a shot through his own door. 

How sweetly on the wood-girt town 
The mellow light of sunset shone ! 
Each small bright lake, whose waters still 
Mirror the forest and the hill, 
Reflected from its waveless breast 
The beauty of a cloudless west,. 
Glorious as if a glimpse were given 
Withia the western gates of Heaven, 
Left, by the spirit of the star 
Of sunset's holy hour, ajar ! 

Beside the river's tranquil flood 
The dark and low-wall'd dwellings stood, 
Where many a rood of open land 
Stretch'd up and down on either hand, 
With corn-leaves waving freshly green 
The thick and blacken'd stumps between ; 
Behind, unbroken, deep and dread, 
The wild, untravell'd forest spread, 
Back to those mountains, white and coldt 
Of which the Indian trapper told. 
Upon whose summits never yet 
Was mortal foot in safety set. 

Quiet and calm, without a fear 
Of danger darkly lurking near, 
The weary labourer left his .plough. 
The milkmaid caroll'd by her cow ; 
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From cottage door and household hearth 
Rose songs of praise or tones of mirth. 
At length the murmur died away, 
And silence on that village lay : 
So slept Pompeii, tower and hall, 
Ere the quick earthquake swallowM all, 
Undreaming of the fiery fate 
Which made its dwellings desolate ! 

Hours passM away. By moonlight sped 
The Merrimack along his bed. 
Bathed in the pallid lustre stood 
Dark cottage- wall, and rock, and wood. 
Silent, beneath that tranquil beam. 
As the hush'd grouping of a dream. 
Yet on the still air crept a sound — 
No bark of fox, no rabbit's bound, 
No stir of wings, nor waters flowing. 
Nor leaves in midnight breezes blowing. 

• 

Was that the tread of many feet. 

Which downward from the hillside beat ? 

What forms were those which darkly stood 

Just on the margin of the wood ? 

Charr'd iree-stuipps in the moonlight dim. 

Or paling rude, or leafless limb ? 

No : through the trees fierce eyeballs glow'd, 

Dark human forms in moonshine showed. 

Wild from their native wilderness, 

With pamted limbs and. battle-dress ! 

A yell, the dead might wake to hear, 
Swell'd on the night-air far and clear : 
Then smote the Indian tomahawk 
On crashing door and shattering lock ; 
Then rang the rifle-shot ; and then 
The shrill death-scream of stricken men ; 
Sunk the red axe in woman's brain. 
And childhood's cry arose in vain ; 
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Bursting through roof and window camey 
Red, fast and fierce, the kindled flame ; 
And hlended Are and moonlight glared 
Over dead corse and weapons bared. 

The morning sun look'd brightly through 
The river willows, wet with dew. 
No sound of combat fill'd the air, 
No shout was heard, nor gunshot there : 
Yet still the thick and sullen smoke 
From smouldering ruins slowly broke; 
And on the greensward many a stain, 
And, here and there, the mangled slaiB, 
Told how that midnight bolt had sped, 
Pentucket, on thy fated head ! 

Even now the villager can tell 
Where Rolfe beside his l^earthstone feU ; 
Still show the door of wasting oak. 
Through which the fatal death-shot brok^. 
And point the curious stranger where 
De Rouville's corse lay grim and bare ; 
Whose hideous head, in death still fear'd. 
Bore not a trace of hair or beard ; 
And still, within the churchyard ground, 
Heaves darkly up the ancient mound,^ 
Beneath whose grass-grown surface lies 
The victims of that sacrifice. 



Jonathan Lawrknob, 

LOOK ALOFT. 



In the tempest of life, when the wave and the gale 
Are around and above, if thy footing should fkil, 
If thine eye should grow dim, and thy caution depart, 
<' Look aloft !*' and be firm, and be fearless of heart. 

If the Mend who embraced in prosperity's glow, 
With a smile for each joy and a tear for each wo, 
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Should betray thee when sorrows like clouds are 

array'd, 
^Look aloft" to the friendship which never shall 

fade. 

Should the visions which hope spreads in light to 

thine eye, 
Like the tints of the rainbow, but brighten to fly. 
Then turn, and through tears of repentant regret, 
'' Look aloft" to the Sun that is never to set. 

Should they who are dearest, the son of thy heart, 
The wife of thy bosom in sorrow depart, 
^' Look aloft" from the darkness and dust of the tomb, 
To that soil where affection is ever in bloom. 

And oh ! when death comes in his terrors, to cast 
His fears on the future, his pall on the past, 
In that moment of darkness, with hope in thy heart 
And a smile in thine eye, " look aloft" and depart. 



TO — ON THE DEATH OF A FAYOUBITI BIRD. 

Alab! sweet cousin, how can I, 
In harsh, discordant rhyme, rehearse 

His sweet, sweet song, whose melody 
Had charms beyond the reach of verse! 

Ah! I should need his tuneful art. 
His tone with more than music rife, 

In fitting numbers to impart 
The tale of his harmonious life. 

And yet that tale how shortly told. 
One feast of flowers, one ceaseless strain ; 

At mom to plume, at eve to fold 
His wings, to feed and sleep again. 

T8 
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A simple life of joyance his, 
A life of song, no care had he, 

Except, perchance, thy glance to misSf 
And in sad silence pine for thee. 

Bless'd in thy smile of sunshine giyeiit 
His pinions sought no softer sky : . 

Happy to find his loveliest heaven 
In the blue beauty of thine eye. 

^d, basking in that smile so bright, 
He had no wish his wings to free ; 

Found in its beam his full delight, 
And loved his sweet captivity. 

But ah ! that eye, that joyous voice 
No more his dreamy sleep shall break; 

No more his little heart rejoice. 
Nor songs of warbling welcome wake. 

In vain spring woos with balmy breath, 
And bears sweet music on her wings ; 

The fine, quick ear is dull in death, 
The answering throat no longer sings. 

His lonely mate has lost her cheer ; 

Or, if to soncf her bosom stir. 
Fixes her tiny head to hear 

The note that ne'er shall answer her. 

That note which hail'd thee to the last. 
And call'd thee to his cage to see 

That he was happy, thus to cast 
His last, last lingering look on thee. 

Then, since for ever hush'd his strain. 
Lay him in fitting grave to sleep. 

Where spring's soft dews and summer's rain* 
With gentle tears his death may weep. 



OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES« VHt 

There let the first soft sunbeam fling 
A fresher green o'er all the ground ; 

There the first lonely wild flower spring, 
And shed its sweetest fragrance rouiM. 

Thither let each fond bird repair, . 

At music's grave its vows to pay ; 
Or, doom'd to die, seek refuge tnere. 

And, swan-like, sing its soul away. 



Olivsb W£Ni>ell Holmvs. 

TUB CAMBRID6B CHURCHTABO. 

Our ancient churdi ! its lowly towefi 

Beneath the lofiiet spire, 
Is shadow'd when the sunset hour 

Clothes the tall shaft in fire ; 
It sinks beyond the distant eye. 

Long ere the glittering vane, 
High wheeling in the western sky, 

Has faded o'er the plain. 

Like sentinel and nun, they keep 

Their vigil on the green ; 
One seems to guard, and one to weep, 

The dead that lie between ; 
And both roll out, so full and near. 

Their music's mingling waves. 
They shake the grass, whose pennon'd speai 

Leans on the narrow graves. 

The stranger parts the flaunting weeds. 

Whose seeds the winds have strown 
So thick beneath the line he reads. 

They shade the sculptured stone ; 
The child unveils his clustered brow, 

And ponders for a while 
The mven willow's pendent boughy 

Or rudest cherub^s smile. 
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JBut what to them the dirge, the knell t 

These were the mourner's share ; 
The siQlen clang, whose heavy swell 

ThrobbM tlu*ough the beating air ; 
The rattling cord, the rolling stone, 

The shelving sand that slid, 
And, far beneath, with hollow tone, 

Rung on the coffin's lid. 

The slumberer's mound grows fresh and green* 

Tlien slowly disappears ; 
The mosses creep, the gray stones lean. 

Earth hides his date and years ; 
But long before the once-loved name 

Is sunk or worn away. 
No lip the silent dust may claim. 

That pressed the breathing clay. 

Go where the ancient pathway guides. 

See where our sires laid down 
Their smiling babes, their cherished brides, 

The patriarchs of the town ; 
Hast thou a tear for buried love ? 

A sigh for transient power % 
AH that a century left above, 

€rO, read it in an hour ! 

The Indian's shaft, the Briton's ball. 

The sabre's thirsting edge. 
The hot shell, shattering in its fall, 

The bayonet's ren£ng wedge. 
Here scatter'd death ; yet seek the spot. 

No trace thine eye can see, 
No altar ; and they need it not 

Who leave their children -free ! 

Look where the turbid rain-drops stand 

In many a chiselled square, 
^The knightly crest, the shield, the brand 
Of honour'd names were there; 
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Alas ! for every tear is dried 

Those blazon'd tablets knew, 
Save "Wjhen the icy marble's side 

Dnps with the evening dew. 

Or gaze upon yon pillared stone, 

The empty urn of pride ; 
There stsuids the goblet and the sun, 

What need of more beside ? 
Where lives the memory of the dead, 

Who made their tomb a toy? 
Whose ashes press that nameless bedl 

Go, ask the village boy ! 

Lean o'er the slender western wall, 

Ye ever-roaming girls ; 
The breath that bids the blossom fall 

May lift your floating curls, 
To sweep the simple lines that tell 

An exile's date and doom ; 
And sigh, for where his daughters dweU, 

Tliey wreathe the stranger's tomb. 

And one amid these shades was bom, 

Beneath this turf who lies. 
Once beaming as the summer's mom, 

That closed her. gentle eyes; 
If sinless angels love as we. 

Who stood thy grave beside. 
Three seraph welcomes waited ^e, 

The daughter, sister, bride ! 

I wander'd to thy buried mound 

When earth was hid, below 
The level of the glaring ground. 

Choked to its gates with snow, 
And when with summer's flowery waves 

The lake of verdure roll'd. 
As if a sultan's white-robed slaves 

Had scatter'd pearls and gold. 
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Nay, the soft pinions of the air, 

That lift this trembling tone, 
Its breath of love may almost bear 

To kiss thy funeral stone ; 
And, now thy smiles have passed away. 

For all the joy they gave. 
May sweetest dews and warmest ray 

Lie on thine early grave ! 

When damps beneath, and storms aboye^ 

Have bo w'd these fragile towers, 
Still o'er the graves yon locust-grove 

Shall swing its orient flowers ; 
And I would ask no mouldering bust. 

If e'er this humble line. 
Which breathed a sigh o'er others' dust. 

Might call a tear on mine. 



OLD IRONSIDES. 

At, tear her tatter'd ensign down ! 

Long has it waved on high, 
And many an eye has danced to see 

That banner in the sky ; 
Beneath it rung the battle shout, 

And burst the cannon's roar ; 
The meteor of the ocean air 

Shsdl sweep the clouds no more ! 

Her deck— once red with heroes' bloody 

Where knelt the vanquish'd foe, 
When winds were hurrying o'er the flood. 

And waves were white below— 
No more shall feel the victor's tread, 

Or know the conquer'd knee ; 
The harpies of the shore shall pluck 

The eagle of the sea ! 
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Oh ! better that her shatter'd hulk 

Should sink beneath the wave ; 
Her thunders shook^the mighty deep. 

And there should be her grave ; • 
Nail to the mast her holy flag, 

Set every threadbare saQ, 
And give her to the god of storms. 

The lightning and the gale ! 



•^ 



THE TREADMILL 80N0. 

The stars are rolling in the sky, 

The earth rolls on below. 
And we can feel the rattling wheel 

Revolving as we go. 
Then tread away, my gallant boys, 

And make the axle fly ; 
Why should not wheels go romid about, 

Like planets in the sky ? 

Wake up, wake up, my duck-legg'd man. 

And stir your solid pegs ; 
Arouse, arouse, my gawky friend, 

And shake your spider-legs ; 
What though you're awkward at the trade, 

There's time enough to learn. 
So lean upon the rail, my lad, 

And take another turn. 

They've built us up a noble wall 

To keep the vulgar out; 
We've nothing in the world to do 

But just to walk about : 
So faster, now, you middle men, 

And try to beat the ends ; 
It's pleasant work to ramble round 

Among one's honest friends. 
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Here ! tread upon the long man's toes ; 

He sha'n't be lazy here : 
And punch the little fellow's ribs, 

And tweak that lubber's ear- 
He's lost them both : don't pull his hair. 

Because he wears a scratch, 
But poke him in the farther eye. 

That isn't in the patch. 

Hark I fellows, there's the supper-bell. 

And so our work is done ; 
It's pretty sport — suppose we take 

A round or two for fun ! 
If ever they should turn me out 

When I have better grown. 
Now hang me, but I mean to have 

A treadmill of my own ! 



John H. Bryant. 

< And I went and washed, and I received sight**— John ix.» 11 

When the great Master spoke. 

He touch'd his wither'd eyes, 
And at one gleam upon him broke 

The glad earth and the skies. 

And he saw the city's walls. 

And kings' and prophets' tomb. 
And mighty arches and vaulted halls, 

And the temple's lofty dome. 

He look'd on the river's flood. 

And the flash of mountain rills. 
And the gentle wave of the palms that stood 

Upon Judea's hills. 

He saw on heights and plains 

Creatures ef every race, 
But a mighty thrill run through his veins 

When he met the human face. 
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And his virgin sight beheld 

The ruddy glow of even, 
And the thousand shining orbs that fill'd 

The azure depths of heaven. 

And woman^s voice before 

Had cheered his gloomy night. 
But to see the angel form she wore 

Made deeper the delight. 

And his heart at daylight's close, 
For the bright world where he trod, 

And when the yellow morning rose. 
Gave speechless thanks to Grod. 



IIT NATIVE VILLAGE. 

There lies a viUajge in a peaceful vale, 
With sloping hills and waving woods around. 

Fenced from the blasts. There never ruder gale 
Bows the tall grass that covers all the ground ; 

And planted shrubs are there, and cherishM flowerSi 

And a bright verdure bom of gentle showers. 

'Twas there my young existence was begun, 
My earliest sports were on its flowery sreen. 

And often, when my schoolboy task was done, 
I climbed its hills to view the pleasant scene. 

And stood and gazed till the sun's setting ray 

Shone on the height — the sweetest of the day. 

There, when that hour of mellow light was come. 
And mountain shadows cool'd the ripen'd grain, 

I watch'd the weary yeoman plodding home, 
In the lone path that winds across the plain, 

To rest his limbs, and watch his child at play, 

And tell him o'er the labours of the day. 

U 
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And when the woods put on their autumn glow. 
And the bright sun came in among the trees. 

And leaves were gathering in the glen below, 
Swept softly from the mountains by the breeze, 

I wander'd till the starlight on the stream 

At length awoke me from my fairy dream. 

Ah ! happy days, too happy to return, 
Fled on the wings of youth's departed years, 

A bitter lesson has been mine to learn. 
The truth of life, its labours, pains, and fears ; 

Yet does the memory of my boyhood stay, 

A twilight of the brightness passed away. 

My thoughts steal back to that sweet village still ; 
Its flowers and peaceful shades before me rise ; 
The play-place and the prospect from the hill, 

Its summer verdure, and autunmal dyes ; 
The present brings its storms ; but, while they last, 
I shelter me in the delightful past. 



Elizabeth F. Ellet. 



LAKE ONTARIO. 



Deep thoughts o'ershade my spirit while I gaze 
Upon the blue depths of thy mighty breast : 

Thy fflassy face is bright with sunset rays, 
And thy far-stretching waters are at rest, 

Save the small wave that on thy margin plays. 
Lifting to summer airs its flashing crest ; 

While the fleet hues across thy surface driven. 

Mingle afar in the embrace of heaven. 

Thy smile is glorious when the morning's spring 
Gives half its glowing beauty to the deep ; 

When the dusk swallow dips his drooping wing, 
And the gay winds that o'er thy bosom sweep. 

Tribute from dewy woods and violets bring. 
Thy restless billows in their gifts to steep. 
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Thou'rt beautiful when evening moonbeams shine, 
And the soft hour of night and stars is thine. 

Thou hast thy tempests, too ; the lightninff^s home 
Is near thee, though unseen ; thy peaceful shore, 

When storms have lashM these waters into foam, 
Echoes full oft the peaUng thunder's roar. 

Thou hast dark trophies : the unhonour'd tomb 
Of those now sought and wept on earth no more : 

Full many a goodly form, the loved and brave, 

Lies whelmed and still beneath thy sullen wave. 

The world was young with thee ; this swelling flood 
As proudly swell'd, as purely met the sky, 

When sound of life roused not the ancient wood. 
Save the wild eagle's scream, or panther's cry. . 

Here on this verdant bank the savage stood, 
And shook his dart and battle-axe on high. 

While hues of slaughter tinged thy billows blue, 

As deeper and more close the conflict grew. 

Here, too, at early mom, the hunter^s song 
Was heard from wooded isle and grassy glade ; 

And here at eve, these cluster'd bowers among, 
The low, sweet carol of the Indian maid. 

Chiding the slumbering breeze and shadows long, 
That kept her lingering lover from the shade : 

While, scarcely seen, thy willing waters o'er, 

Sped the light bark that bore him to the shore. 

Those scenes are past. The spirit of changing years 
Has breathed on all around save thee alone. 

More faintly the receding woodland hears 
Thy voice, once full and joyous as its own. 

Nations have gone from earth, nor trace appears 
To tell their tale — forgotten or unknown. 

Yet here, unchanged, untamed, thy waters lie, 

Azure, and clear, and boundless as the sky. 



2ai BLUABETH F. SLLBT. 



TBB TANITT OF THB TULOAB ORBIT. 

Stat, thou ambitious rill, 
Ignoble offering of some fount impure ! 

Beneath the rugged hill, 
Gloomy with shade, thou hadst thy birth obscore; 

With faint steps issuing slow, 
In scanty waves among the rocks to flow. 

Fling not abroad thy spray. 
Nor fiercely lash the green turf at thy side ! 

What though indulgent May 
Wlth^Hqmd snows hath swoln thy foaming tide I 

Au^st will follow soon, 
To still thy boastings with his scorching noon. 

Lo ! calmly through the vale 
The Po, the king of rivers, swe^M along ; 

Yet many a mighty sail 
Bears on his breast — proud vessels, swift and strong. 

Nor from the meadow's side 
'Neath summer's sun recedes his lessenM tide. 

Thou, threatening all around. 
Dost foam and roar along thy troubled path ; 

In grandeur newly found. 
Stunning the gazer with thy noisy wrath ! 

Yet, foolish stream ! not one 
Of all thy boasted glories is thine own. 

The smile of yonder sky 
Is brief, and change the fleeting seasons know; 

On barren sands and dry. 
Soon to their death thy brawling waves shall flowi 

O'er thee, in summer's heat. 
Shall pass the traveller with unmoisten'd feel. 
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TO THE WHIPPORWILL. 



Bird of the lone and joyless night, 
Whence is thy sad and solemn lay I 

Attendant on the pale moon's light, 
Why shun the gairish blaze of day ? 

When darkness fills the dewy air, 
Nor sounds the song of happier bird. 

Alone, amid the silence there, 
Thy wild and plaintive note is heard. 

Thyself unseen, thy pensive moan 
Pour'd in no living comrade's ear, 

The forest's shaded depths alone 
Thy mournful melody can hear. 

Beside what still and secret spring, 
In what dark wood the livelong day, 

Sett'st thou with dusk and folded wing, 
To while the hours of light away. 

Sad minstrel ! thou hast leam'd, like me. 
That life's deceitful gleam is vain ; 

And well the lesson profits thee, 
Who will not trust its charm again. 

Thou, unbeguiled, thy plaint dost trill 
To listening night, when mirth is o'er: 

I, heedless of the warning, still 
Believe, to be deceived once more. 



Gbenville Mellen. 

MOUNT WASHINGTON. 

Mount of the clouds, on whose Olympian hei^ 
The tall rocks brighten in the ether air, 
And spirits from the skies come down at night. 
To chant immortal songs to freedom there I 

U3 
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Thine is the rock of other regions ; where 
The world of life, which blooms so fax below. 
Sweeps a wide waste : no gladdening scenes i^ 

pear, 
Save where, with silyery flash, the vatera flow 
Beneath the far ofl" mountain, distant, calm, and slow. 

Thine is the summit where the clouds repose. 
Or eddying wildly round thy cliffSt are borne ; 
When Tempest mounts his rushing car, and tlu*o ws 
His billowy mist amid the thunder's home ! 
Far down the deep ravines the whiiividttd^ come, 
And bow the forests as they sweep along ; 
While, roaring deeply from their rocky womb. 
The storms come forth, and, hurrying daridy on, 
Amid the echoing peaks the revelry prolong \ 

And when the tumult of the air is fled. 
And quenched in silence all the tempest flame, 
There come the dim forms of the mighty dead. 
Around the steep which bears the hero's name. 
The stars look down upon them ; and the same 
Pale orb that glistens o'er his distant grave. 
Gleams on the summit that enshrines his feme, 
And lights the cold tear of the glorious brave. 
The richest, purest tear that memory ever gave ! 

Mount of the clouds ! when winter round thee 

throws 
The hoary mantle of the dying year. 
Sublime amid thy canopy of snows. 
Thy towers in bright magnificence appear ! 
'Tis then we view thee with a chilling fear, 
Till summer robes thee in her tints of blue ; 
When, lo ! in soften'd grandeur far yet clear, 
Thy battlements stand clothed in Heaven's ^own 
hue. 
To swell as Freedom's home on man's mibounded 
view! 
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James G. Brooks. 

JOT AND SORROW. 

Jot kneels, at moming^s rosy prime, 

In worship to the rising sun ; 
But Sorrow loves the calmer time, 

MThen the day-god his course hath run : 
When Night is in her shadowy car, 

Pale Sorrow wakes while Joy doth sleep ; 
And, guided by the evening star, 

She wanders forth to muse and weep. 

Joy loves to cull the summer flower. 

And wreath it round his happy brow s 
But when the dark autumnal hour 

Hath laid the leaf and blossom low; 
When the irail bud hath lost its worth, 

And Joy hath dashM it from his crest. 
Then Sorrow takes it from the earth, 

To wi^er on her withered breast. 



Anna Maria Wells. 

Tai^ WHITS BARB. 

It was the Sabbath eve : we went^ 
My little ^1 and I, intent 

The twilight hour to pass. 
Where we might hear the waters flow, 
And scent the freighted winds that blow 

Athwart the vernal grass. 

In darker grandeur, as the day 
Stole scarce perceptibly away, 

The purple mountain stood, 
Wearing the young moon as a crest : 
TTie sun, haljf sunk in the far west, 

Seem'd mingling with the flood. 
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The cooling dews their balm distilled; 
A holy joy our bosoms thrill'd ; 

Our thoughts were free as air ; 
And by one impulse moved, did we 
Together pour, instinctively^ 

Our songs of gladness there. 

The green- wood waved its shade hard by. 
While thus we wove our harmony : 

Lured by the mystic stram, 
A snow-white hare, that long had been . 
Peering from forth her covert green, 

Came bounding o'er the plain. 

Her beauty Hwas a joy to note ; 
The pureness of her downy coat, 

Her wild, yet gentle eye ; 
The pleasure that, despite her fear, 
Had led the timid thing so near. 

To list our minstrelsy ! 

All motionless, with head inclined. 
She stood, as if her heart divined 

The impulses of ours. 
Till the last note had died, and then 
Tum'd half reluctantly again 

Back to her green-wood bowers. 

Once more the magic sounds we tried ; 
A^n the hare was seen to glide 

From out her sylvan shade ; 
Again, as joy had given her wings, 
Fleet as a bird she forward springs 

Along the dewy glade. 

Go, happy thing ! disport at wiU ; 
Take thy delight o'er vale and hill. 

Or rest in leafy bower : 
The harrier may beset thy way, 
The cruel snare thy feet betray ! 

Enjoy thy little hour ! 
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We know not, and we ne'er may know. 
The hidden springs of joy and wo 

That detep within thea lie : • 

The silent workings of thy heart, 
The^r almost seem to have a part 

With our humanity ! 



TO ▲ TOaNQ MOTHBB. 

Belinda ! the young blossom that doth lie 
So lightly on thy bosom, clasp it there : 
For on her brow an empress doth not wear, 
Nor in her jewell'd zone, a gem more fair, 
Or that doth deck her more becomingly. 
Forget not, then, that deep within thy flower 
The germes lie hid of lovelier, holier things : 
Filial affection, that spontaneous springs ; 
High tftUh and maiden purity ; the power 
That comes of gentleness ; ay, and more,. 
Piety, nourished in the bosom's core : 
These, if so cherish'd, shall thy blossom bear, 
And with the dews of heavenly love impearPd, 
It shall adorn thee in another world. 



Caroline Gilman. 

Oh, pure and gentle ones, within your aik 

Securely rest ! 
Blue be the sky above ; your quiet baiic 

By soft winds bless'd ! 

Still toil in duty and commune with Heayeiiji 

World-wean'd and free : 
Go4.to his humblest creatures room has gives. 

And space to be. ' 
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Space for the eagle in the vaulted sky 

To plume his wing; 
Space for the ringdove by her young to lie. 

And softly sing. 

Space for the sunflower, bright with yellow glow, 

To court the sky ; 
Space for the vjolet, where the wild woods grow, 

To hve and die. 

Space for the ocean, in its giant might, 

To swell and rave ; 
Space for the river, tinged with rosy light. 

Where green banks wave. 

Space for the sun, to tread his path in might 

And golden pride ; 
Space for the glow-worm, calling, by her light. 

Love to her side. 

Then, pure and gentle ones, within your ark 

Securely rest ! 
Blue be the skies above, and your still baik 

By kind winds bless'd. 



Sarah J. Hale. 



rHB ROSE-TREE AT THE BIRTHPLACE OF WASHINGTON. 

Bright rose ! what dost thou here, amid 
These sad mementoes of the past t 

The crumbling stones thy roots have hid. 
The bramble's shade is o'er thee cast, 

Yet still thy glowing beauty seems 

Fair as young childhood's happy dreams. 

The sunbeam on the heaving surf 
Proclaims the tempest's rage is o'er; 

The violet, on the frozen turf. 
Breathes of the smiling spring once more ; 
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But, rose, thy mission to the heart. 
In things that alter, hath no part. 

The mossgrown ruins round are spread, 
Scarce rescued from earth's trodden mass, 

And time-scathed trees, whose branches dead 
Lie cumbering o'er the matted grass : 

These tell the tale of hfe's brief day, 

Hope, toil, enjoyment, death, decay ! 

The common record this of man, 

We read, regret, and pass it by, 
And rear the towers that deck our span, 

Above the grave where nations lie ; 
And heroes, who like meteors shone. 
Are, like that meteor's flashings, gone. 

But, radiant rose, thy beauty breaks 
Like eve's first star upon the sight ; 

A holier hue the vision takes, 
The ruins shine with heaven's clear light; 

His na^ne, who placed thy root in earth, 

Doth c )nsecrate thy place of birth. 

Yet 'tis not here his wreath we twine. 
Nor here that Freedom's chief we praise , 

The stars at rising softer shine, 
Than when o'er night's dark vault they blaze ; 

Not here, with Washington's great name, 

Blend his achievements or his fame. 

But brighter, holier is the ray 
Which rests on this devoted ground ; 

Here pass'd his childhood's happy day, 
Here glory's bud meet culture found : 

Maternal smiles, and tears, and prayer, 

These were its light, its dew, its air. 

Bright rose ! for this thy flower hath sprung, 
The mother's steadfast love to show ; 

Thy odour on the gale is flung, 
As pours that love its lavish flow : 
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The mother's lot with hope to cheer, 
Type of her heart, thou bloomest here. 



Charles F. Hoffman. 

INDIAN SUMMER. 

Light as love's smiles, the silvery mist at mdtn 
Floats in loose flakes along the limpid river ; 

The bluebird's notes, upon the soft breeze borne. 
As high in air she carols, faintly quiver ; 

The weeping birch, like banners idly waving, 

Bends to the stream, its spicy branches laving; 
Beaded with dew the witch elm's tassels shiver , 

The timid rabbit from the furze is peeping, [ing. 

And from the springy spray the squirrel's gayly leap- 

I love thee, Autumn, for thy scenery, ere 
The blasts of winter chase the varied dyes 

That gayly deck the slow-declining yea r ; 
1 love the splendour of thy sunset skies. 

The gorgeous hues that tinge each falling leaf, 

Lovely as Beauty's cheek, as woman's love too 
brief; 
I love the note of each vnld bird that flies, 

As on the wind she pours her parting lay, [away. 

And wings her loitering flight to summer climes. 

Oh, Nature ! still I fondly turn to thee 

With feelings fresh as e'er my childhood'js were ; 
Though wild and passion-toss'd'my youth may be. 

Towards thee I still the same devotion bear ; 
To thee — to thee — though health and hope no more 
Life's wasted verdure may to me restore — 

I still can, childlike, come as when in prayer 
I bow'd my head upon a mother's knee. 
And deem'd the world, like her, all truth and purity. 
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Park Benjamin. 



BONNBT. 



Time ! thou destroy'st the relics of the past, 
And hidest all the footprints of thy march 
On shatter^ column and on crumbled arch, 

By moss and ivy growing green and fast. 

Hurrd into fragments by the tempest-blast, 
The Rhodian monster lies : the obelisk, 
That with sharp line divided the broad disc 

Of Egypt's sun, down to the sands was cast : 

And where these stood, no remnant-trophy stands, 
And even the art is lost by which they rose : 

Thus, with the monuments of other lands, 
The place that knew them now no longer knows. 

Yet triumph not, oh Time ; strong towers decay. 

But a great name shall never pass away ! 



SONNET. 



To see a fellow of a summer's morning. 
With a large foxhound of a slumberous eye 
And a slim gun, go slowly lounging by, 
About to give the feather'd bipeds warning. 
That probably they may be shot hereafter. 
Excites in me a quiet kind of laughter ; 
For, though I am no lover of the sport 
Of harmless murder, yet it is to me 
Almost the funniest thing on earth to see 
A corpulent person, breathing with a snort, 

Go on a shooting frolic all alone ; 
For well I know that when he's out of town. 
He and his dog and gun will all lie down, 
And undestructive sleep till game and light are 
flown. 

X 
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William B. Tappak. 

THE TWENTY THOUSAND CHILDREN OF THE SABBATH 80HOOUI 
IN NEW-YGTBK, CELEBRATING TOOETHER THE POUSTH OF 

JULY, 1839. 

Oh, sight sublime ! oh, sight of fear ! 

The shadowing of infinity ! 
Numbers ! whose murmur rises here 

Like whisperings of the mighty sea. 

Ye bring strange vision to my gaze ; 

Earth's dreamer, heaven before me swims ; 
The sea of glass, the throne of days. 
Crowns, harps, and the melodious hymns. 

Ye rend the air with grateful songs 

For freedom by old warriors won : 
Oh, for the battle which your throngs 

May wage and win through David's Son I 

Wealth of young beauty ! that now blooms 
Before me hke a world of flowers ; 

High expectation ! that assumes 
The hue of life's serenest hours, 

Are ye decaying ? Must these forms, 

So agile, fair, and brightly gay, 
Hidden in dust, be given to worms 

And everlasting night the prey ? 

Are ye immortal ? Will this mass 

Of life, be life, undying still, 
When all these sentient thousands pass 

To where corruption works its will ? 

Thought ! that takes hold of heaven and h^ 

Be m each teacher's heart to-day ! . 
So shall Eternity be well 

With these, when Time has fled away. 



GEORGE LTTNT. 348 



George Lunt. 



AUTUMN MUSINGS. 



Come thou with me ! If thou hast worn away 
All this most glorious summer in the crowd, 
Amid the dust of cities, and the din, 
While birds were carolling on everY spray ; 
If, from gray dawn to solemn night's approach^ 
Thy soul hath wasted all its better thoughts, 
Toiling and panting for a little gold ; 
Drudging amid the very lees of life 
For this accursed slave that makes men slaves ; 
Come thou with me into the pleasant fields. 
Let Nature breathe on us and make us free ! 

For thou Shalt hold communion, pure and high, 
With the great Spirit of the Universe ; 
It shall pervade thy soul ; it shall renew 
The fancies of thy boyhood : thou shalt know 
Tears, most unwonted tears dimming thine e3re0 ; 
Thou shalt forget, under the old brown oak. 
That the good south- wind and the liberal west 
Have other tidings than the songs of birds. 
Or the soft news wafted from fragrant flowers. 
Look out on Nature's face, and what hath she 
In common with thy feeUngs t That brown hill, 
Upon whose sides, from the gray mountain ash,. 
We gather'd crimson berries, look'd as brown 
When the leaves fell twelve autumn suns ago ; 
This pleasant stream, with the well-shaded verge, 
On whose fair surface have our buoyant limbs 
So often play'd, caressing and caressed ; 
Its verdant banks are green as then they were, 
So went its bubbling murmur down the tide. 
Yes, and the very trees, those ancient oaks, 
The crimson-crested maple, feathery elm. 
And fair, smooth ash, with leaves of graceftd goldf 
Look like familiar faces of old fiiends. 
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From their broad branches drop the withered leaTeSi 

Drop, one by one, without a single breath, 

Save when some eddying curl round the old roots 

Twirls them about in meny sport a while. 

They are not changed; their office is not done ; 

The first soft breeze of spring shall see them firesh 

With sprouting twigs bursting from every branch, 

As should fresh feeUngs from our witherd hearts. 

Scorn not the moral ; for, while these have warm'd 

To annual beauty, gladdening the fields 

With new and ever-glorious garniture. 

Thou hast grown worn and wasted, almost gray 

Even in thy very summer. 'Tis for this 

We have neglected nature ! Wearing out 

Our hearts and all hfe^s dearest charities 

In the perpetual turmoil, when we need 

To strengthen and to purify our minds 

Amid the venerable woods ; to hold 

Chaste converse with the fountains and the winds 1 

So should we elevate our souls ; so be 

Ready to stand and act a nobler part 

In the hard, heartless struggles of the world. 

Day wanes ; His autumn eventide again ; 
And, sinking on the blue hills' breast, the sun 
Spreads the large bounty of his level blaze, 
Lengthening the shades of mountains and tall trees. 
And throwing blacker shadows o'er the sheet 
Of this dark stream, in whose unruffled tide 
Waver the bank-shrub and the graceful elm, 
As the gay branches and their trembling leaves 
Catch the soft whisper of the coming air : 
So doth it mirror every passing cloud, 
And those which fill the chambers of the west 
With such strange beauty, fairer than all thrones, 
Blazon'd with orient gems and barbarous gold. 
I see thy full heart gathering in thine eyes ; 
I see those eyes swelling with precious tears ; 
Butf if thou couldst have look'd upon this scene 
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With a cold brow, and then tum'd back to thoughts 

Of trafiic in thy fellow's wretchedness, 

Thou wert not fit to gaze upon the face 

Of Nature's naked beauty ; most unfit 

To leok on fairer things, the loveliness 

Of earth's most lovely daughters, whose glad fonns 

And glancing eyes do kindle the great souls 

Of better men to emulate pure thoughts, 

And, in high action, all ennobling deeds. 

But lo ! the harvest moon ! She climbs as foir 

Among the cluster'd jewels of the sky, 

As, mid the rosy bowers of paradise. 

Her soil; light, trembling upon leaf and flower, 

Smiled o'er the slumbers of the first-bom man. 

And, while her beauty is upon our hearts. 

Now let us seek our quiet nome, that sleep 

May come without bad dreams ; may come as light 

As to that yellow-headed cottage-boy, 

Whose serious musings, as he homeward drives 

His sober herd, are of the frosty dawn. 

And the ripe nuts which his own hand shall pluck. 

Then, when the bird, high-courier of the mom, 

Looks from hiis airy vantage o'er the world* 

And, by the music of his mounting flight, 

Tells many blessed things of gushing gold, 

Coming in floods o'er the eastem wave. 

Will we arise, and our pure orisons 

Shall keep us in the trials of the day. 



fipse Saroknt. 

A WISH. 



That I were in some forest's green retreat, 
Beneath a towering arch of proud old elms, 

Where a clear streamlet gurgled at my feet, 
Its wavelets glittering in their tiny helms! 

X2 
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Thick, clusteiing vines, in many a rich festoon, 

From the high, rustling branches should dependf 
Weaving a net through which the sultry noon 

Might stoop in vain its fiery darts to send. 
There, prostrate on some rock's gray sloping side^ 

Upon whose tinted moss the dew yet lay. 
Would I catch glimpses of the clouds that ride 

Athwart the sky, and dream the hours away ; 
While, through the alleys of the sunless wood. 
The fanning breeze might steal, with wild flowera" 
bream imbued. 



John Nbal. 

THE 80LDIBR*8 VISIT TO HI8 FAMILT. 

And there the stranger stays : beneath that oak. 
Whose shattered majesty hath felt the stroke 
Of heaven's own thunder — ^yet it proudly heaves, 
A giant sceptre wreathed with blasted leaves—' 
As though it dared the elements, and stood 
The guardian of that cot, the monarch of that wood. 

Beneath its venerable vault he stands : 
And one might think, who saw his outstretched hands. 
That something more than soldiers e'er may feel, 
Had touch'd him with its holy, calm appeal : 
That yonder wave — the heaven — the earth — the air 
Had call'd upon his spirit for her prayer. 
His eye goes dimly o'er the midmght scene ; 
The oak — the cot — the wood — the faded green — 
The moon — the sky — the distant moving light — 
All ! all are gathering on his dampen'd sight. 
His warrior helm and plume, his fresh-dyed blade. 
Beneath a window on the turf are laid ; 
The panes are ruddy through the clambering vines 
And blushing leaves, that Summer intertwines 
In warmer tints than e'er luxuriant Spring, 
O'er flower-imbosom'd roof led wandering. 
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His pulses quicken: for a rude old door 
Is open'd by the wind : he sees the floor, 
Strew'd with white sand, on which he used to trace 
His boyhood's battles, and assign a place 
To chiurging hosts, and give the Indian yell, 
And shout to hear his hoary grandsiretell 
How he had fought with savageis, whose breath 
He felt upon his cheek like mildew till his death. 

Hark ! that sweet song, how full of tenderness I 
Oh ! who would breathe in this voluptuous press 
Of lulling tlioughts! so soothing and so low. 
Like singing fountains in their faintest flow : 
It is as if some holy, lovely thing, 
Within our very hearts were murmuring. 
The soldier listens, and his arms are pressed 
In thankfulness, and trembling on his breast : 
Now, on the very window where he stands 
Are seen a clambering infant's rosy hands : 
And now — ah Heaven ! blessings on that smile ! 
Stay, soldier, stay ! oh linger yet a while ! 
An airy vision now appears, with eyes 
As tender as the blue of weeping skies : 
Yet sunny in their radiance, as that blue 
When sunset gUtters on its falling dew : 
With form — all joy and dance— as bright and free 
As youthful nymph of mountain liberty , 
Or naked angels dream'd by poesy : 
A blooming infant to her heart is press'd, 
And ah ! a mother's sons is lulling it to rest. 

A single bound ! our chief is standing by, 
Trembling from head to foot with ecstasy ; Qove ! 
" Bless thee !" at length he murmur'd, " bless thee. 
My wife ! my boy !" Their eyes are raised above. 
His soldier's tread of sounding strength is gone, 
A chokinff transport drowns his manly tone. 
He sees the closing of that mild blue eye, 
His bosom echoes to a faint low cry : 
His glorious boy springs freshly from his sleep ; 
Shakes his thin sun-curls, while his eyebeams leap 
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As half in fear, along the stranger's dress, 
Then, half advancing, yields to his caress : 
Then peers beneath his locks, and seeks his eye 
With the clear look of radiant infancy, 
The cherub smile of love, the azure of the sky. 

The stranger now is kneehng by the side 
Of that young mother, watching for the tide 
Of her returning life : it comes : a glow 
Goes faintly, slowly o^ her cheek and hrow : 
A rising of the gauze that lightly shrouds 
A snowy breast, like twilight's melting clouds, 
In nature's pure, still eloquence, betrays 
The feehngs of the heart that reels beneath his gaia 



Robert M. Charlton. 

TO THE RIVER OOEBCHEE. 

Oh wave that glidest swiftly 

On thy bright and happy way, 
From the morning until evening, 

And from twilight until day, 
Why leapest thou so joyously, 

While coldly on thy shore 
Sleeps the noble and the gallant hesrtv 

For aye and evermore t 

Or dost thou weep, oh river, 

And is this bounding wave, 
But the tear thy bosom sheddeth 

As a tribute o'er his grave ? 
And when, in midnight's darimess. 

The winds above thee moan, 
Are they mourning for our sorrows, 

Do they sigh for him that's gone! 

Keep back thy tears, then, river. 

Or, if they must be shed. 
Let them flow but for the hving, 

They're needless for the dead. 
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His soul shall dwell in glory, 

Where bounds a brighter wave, 
fiut our pleasures, with his troubles, 

Are buried in the grave. 



Jones Vbrt. 



TO THB CANARY-BIRD. 



I CANNOT hear thy voice with others' ears, 
Who make of thy lost liberty a gain ; 
And in thy tale of blighted hopes and fears 
Feel not that every note is bom with pain. 
Alas ! that with thy music's gentle swell 
Past days of joy should through thy memory 

throng, 
And each to thee their words of sorrow tell, 
While ravish'd sense forgets thee in tlnr song. 
Tlie heart that on the past and future reeds, 
And pours in human words its thoughts divine, 
Though at each birth the spirit inly bleeds. 
Its song may charm the listenmg ear like thine, 
And men with gilded cage and praise will try 
To make the bard, like thee, forget his native sky. 



THB TSBB. 



I LOW thee when thy swelling buds appear. 
And one by one their tender leaires unfold. 
As if they knew that warmer suns were near, 
Nor longer sought tQ hide from winter's cold ; 
And when with darker growth thy leaves are seen 
To veil from view the early robin's nest, 
I love to lie beneath thy waving screen 
With limbs by summer's heat and toil oppressed ; 
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And when the antumn winds haye stripp'd thie 

bare, 
And round thee lies the smooth imtroddMi snow, 
When naught is thine that made thee once so fair, 
I love to watch thy shadowy form below, 
And through thy leafless arms to look above 
On stars that brighter beam when most we need their 
love. 



THE WIND-FLOWER. 



Thou lookest up with meek, confiding eye 
Upon the clouded smile of April's face, 
XJnfaarm'd, though Winter stands uncertain by. 
Eying with jealous glance each opening grace. 
Thou trustest wisely ! in thy faith array'd, 
More glorious thou than Israel's wisest king ; 
Such raith was his whom men to death betrayd. 
As thine who hear'st the timid voice of Sfmng, 
While other flowers still hide them from her eaJl, 
Along the river's brink and meadow bare. 
Thee v^il I seek beside the stony wall, 
And in thy trust with childlike heart would share, 
O'erjoyed that in thy early leaves I find 
A lesson taught by him who loved all human kind. 



THE BOM. 



Fatbkr, I wait thy word. The sun doih stand 
Beneath the mingling hue of night and day, 
A listening servant, waiting thy command 
To roll rejoicing on its silent way ; 
The tongue of Time abides the i^>pointed hour, 
Till on our ear its solemn wamingis fall ; 
The heavy cloud withholds the pelting shower, 
Then every drop speeds onward at thy cedl ; 
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The bird reposes on the yielding bough, 
With breast unswollen by the tide of song, 
So does my spirit wait thy presence now 
To pour thy praise in quickening life alonff. 
Chiding with voice divine man's lengthen'd sleep. 
While round the Unutter'd Word and Love llieir 
vigils keep. 



ENOCH. 



I look'd to find a man who walk'd with God, 

Like the translated patriarch of old ; 

Though gladden'd millions on his footstool trod. 

Yet none with him did such sweet converse hold ; 

I heard the wind in low complaint go by, 

That none its melodies Uke him could hear ; 

Day unto day spoke wisdom from on high, 

Yet none, like David, turn'd a willing ear ; 

God walk'd alone unhonour'd through the earth; 

For him no heart-built temple open stood ; 

The soul, forgetful of her nobler birth, 

Had hewn him lofty shhnes of stone andVood, 

And left unfinished and in ruins still 

The only temple he delights to fill. 



THE LIYINO GOD. 

Tbkrb is no death with Thee ! Each plant and tree 
In living haste their stems push oi^ward still; 
The pointed blade, each rooted trunk we see, 
In various movement ajl attest thy will. 
The vine must die when its long race is run. 
The tree must faU when it no more can rise ; 
The worm has at its root his task bugun. 
And hour by hour his steady labour plies ; 
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Nor man can paube, hat in thy vrill must ffrowy 
And, as his roots within more deep extend, 
He shall o^er sons of sons his branches throw. 
And to the latest bom his shadows lend ; 
Nor know in thee disease nor length of dajrs. 
But lift his head for ever in thy praise. 



Frances Sargent Osgood. 

THje MORNINO WALK, OR THE STOLEN BLUSH. 

Neter tell me that cheek is not painted, false maid! 

'Tis a fib, though your pretty hp parts while I say 
And if the cheat were not already betray'd, fit ; 

Those exquisite blushes themselves would be- 
tray it. 

But listen ! This morning you rose ere the dawn, 
To keep an appointment, perhaps — ^with ApoUo ; 

And, finding a fairy footprint on tne lawn 
Which I could nOt mistake, I determined to follow. 

To the hillside I tracked it, and, tripping above me, 
Her sun-ringlets flying and je weU'd with dew, 

A maiden I saw ! Now the truth, if you love me — 
But why should I question — I'm sure it was you. 

And you cannot deny you were met in ascending — 
I, meanwhile, pursuing my truant by stealth — 

By a blooming young seraph, who tumM, and, attend- 
ing 
Your steps, said her name was the Spirit of Health. 

Meantime, through the mist of transparent vermilion 
That suddenly flooded the brow of the hill. 

All fretted with gold rose Aurora's pavilion. 
Illumining meadow, and mountain, and nil. 
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And Health, floating up through the luminous air, 
Dipp'd her fingers of snow in those clouds grow- 
ing bright ; 

Then tum'd, and dash'd down o'er her votary fair 
A handful of rose-beams that bathed her in light. 

Even yet they're at play here and there in your form, 
Through your fingers they steal to your white 
taper tips, 

Now rush to that cheek its soft dimples to warm, 
Now deepen the crimson that Uves in your lips. 

Will you tell me again, with that scorn-lighted eye. 
That you<4o not use paint, while such tinting is 
there ? 
While the glow still affirms what the glance would 
deny? 
No, in future disclaim the sweet theft, if you dare 1 



Andrews Nobton. 
8cbnb attbr a summbb showbb. 

r 

The rain is o*er. How dense and bright 
Yon pearly clouds reposing lie ! 

Cloud above cloud, a glorious sight. 
Contrasting with the dark blue sky! 

In grateful silence, earth receives 
The general blessinj^ ; fresh and fair, 

Each flower expands its little leaves. 
As glad the common joy to share. 

The softened sunbeams pour around 
A fairy light, uncertain, pale'; 

The wind flows cool ; the scented ground 
Is breathing odours on the gale. 

Y 
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Mid yon rich cknids' voluptuous pfle, 
MethiaJu some spirit of the air 

Might rest, to gaze oelow a while. 
Then turn to bathe and revel there. 

The sun breaks forth ; from off the scene 
Its floating veil of mist is flung ; 

Ind all the wilderness of green 
With trembling drops of light is hung. 

Now gaze on Nature— yet the same- 
Glowing with Ufe, by breezes fann'd, 

Luxuriant, lovely, as she came. 
Fresh in her youth, from God's own hand. 

Hear the rich music of that voice, 
Which sounds from all below, above ; 

She calls her children to rejoice. 
And round them throws her arms of love. 

Drink in her influence ; lowborn Care, 
And all the train of mean Desire, 

Refuse to breathe this holy air. 
And mid this living light expire. 



W. 0. P. Peabodt. 



HTMN OF NATURB. 



God of the earth's extended plains ! 

The dark green fields contented lie : 
The mountains rise like holy towers. 

Where man might commune with the sky : 
The tall cliff challenges the storm 

That lowers upon the vale below. 
Where shaded fountains send their streams. 

With joyous music in their flow. 
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God of the dark and heavy deep ! 

The waves lie sleeping on the sands, 
Till the fierce trumpet of the storm 

Hath summonM up their thundering bands ; 
Then the white sails are dashM like foam, 

Oi hurry, trembling, o'er the seas, 
Till, calm'd by thee, the sinking gale 

Serenely breathes, Depart in peace. 

God of the forest's solemn shade ! 

The grandeur of the lonely tree, 
That wrestles singly with tha gale. 

Lifts up admiring eyes to thee ; 
But more majestic far they stand. 

When, side by side, their ranks they form. 
To wave on high their plumes of green, 

And ^ht their battles with, the stormy 

Crod of the light and viewless air ! « 

Where summer breezes sweetly flow, 
Or, gathering in their airy might, 

The fierce and wintry tempests blow ; 
All — ^from the evening's plaintive sigh, 

That hardly lifts the drooping flower, 
To the wild whirlwind's midnight cry — 

Breathe forth the language of thy power. 

God of the fair and open sky ! 

How gloriously above us springs 
The tented dome, of heavenly blue. 

Suspended on the rainbow's rings ! 
Each brilliant star that sparkles through. 

Each gilded cloud that wanders free 
In evening's purple radiance, gives 

The beauty of its praise to thee. 

God of the rolling orbs above ! 

Thy nameas written clearly bright 
In the warm day's unvarying blaze. 

Or evening's golden shower of light. 
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What though the rash request be fhuight with fiite, 
Nor human eye may look on thine and live % 
Welcome the penalty ! let that come now 
Which soon or late must come. For li^^t like this 
Who would not dare to die ? 

Peace, my proud ainiy 
And hush the wish that knows not what it asks. 
Await his will, who hath appointed this 
With every other trial. Be that will 
Done now as ever. For thy curious search. 
And unprepared solicitude to gaze 
On Him — the Unreveal'd — ^leam hence, instead. 
To temper highest hope with humbleness. 
Pass thy novitiate in these outer courts, 
Till rent the veil, no longer separating 
The holiest of all ; as erst disclosixig 
A brighter dispensation ; whose resists 
Inefifable, interminable, tend 
E'en to the perfecting thyself, thy kind. 
Till meet for that sublime beatitude, 
By the firm promise of a voice from heavett 
Pledged to the pure iu heart ! 



Hknrt Ware, Jb. 

TO THB URSA MAJOR. 



With what a stately and majestic step 
That glorious constellation of the north 
Treads its eternal circle ! going forth 
Its princely way among the stars in slow 
And silent brightness. Mighty one, all hail ! 
I joy to see thee on thy glowing path 
Walk, like some stout and girded giant ; stem. 
Unwearied, resolute, whose toiling foot 
Disdains to loiter on its destined way. ^ 
The other tribes forsake their midnight tradk» 
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And rest their weary oitie beneath the wave ; 
But thou dost never close thy bumiag eje, 
Nor stay thy steadfast step. But on, still on, 
WMe syatems change, and suns retire, and worldi 
Slumber and wake, thy ceaseless march proceeds. 
The near horizon tempts to rest in vain. 
Thou, faithful sentinel, dost never quit 
Thy long appointed watch ; but, sleepless still) 
Dost guard the fix'd light of the universe, 
And bid the north for ever know its place. 
Ages have witness'd thy devoted trust. 
Unchanged, unchanging. When the sons of God 
Sent forth that shout of Joy wiiich rang Quou^ 

heaven. 
And echoed from the outer spheres that bound 
The illimitable universe, thy voice 
Join'd the high chorus ; from thy radiant oibs 
The glad cry sounded, sweUing to His praise, 
Who thus had cast another sparkling gem, 
Little, but beautiful, amid the crowd 
Of splendours that enrich his firmament. 
As thou art now, so wast thou then the same. 
Ages have roll'd their course, and time grown gray; 
The earth has gather'd to her womb again. 
And, yet again, the myriads that were born 
Of her uncounted, unremember'd tribes. 
The seas have changed their beds ; the eternal hilU 
Have stooped with age ; the solid continents 
Have left their banks ; and man's imperial work»— 
The toil, pride, strength of kingdoms, which had flung 
Their haughty honours in the face of Heaven, 
As if immortal — have been swept away : 
Shatter'd and' mouldering, buried and lorgoL 
But time has shed no dimness on thy front, 
Nor touch'd the firmness of thy tread; yonOi, 

strength, 
And beauty still are thine ; as clear, as bririit. 
As when the Almighty Former sent thee fortOt 
Beautiful oflbpring of his carious skill, 
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And sow'd corruption in those faiiy bowers ? 

Has War trod o'er them with his foot of fire ? 

And Slavery forged his chains ; and Wrath, and Hate, 

And sordid Selfishness, and cruel Lust, 

Leagued their base bands to tread out light and tmthy 

And scattered wo where Heaven had planted joy t 

Or are they yet all paradise, unfallen 

And uncorrupt ; existence one long joy, 

Without disease upon the frame, or sin 

Upon the heart, or weariness of life ; 

Hope never quench'd, and age unknown, 

And death unfear'd ; while fresh and fadeless yoath 

Glows in the light from God's near throne of love t 

Open your lips, ye wonderful and fair ! 
Speak, speak ! the mysteries of those living woilds 
Unfold ! No language ? Everlasting light 
And everlasting silence 1 Yet the eye 
May read and understand. The hand of God 
Has written legibly what man may know. 
The glory of the Maker. There it shines. 
Ineffable, unchangeable ; and man, 
Bound to the surface of this pigmy globe. 
May know, and ask no more. In other days, 
When death shall give the encumber^ spirit wings. 
Its range shall be extended ; it shall roam. 
Perchance, among those vast mysterious spheres. 
Shall pass from orb to orb, and dwell in each. 
Familiar with its children ; learn their laws, 
And share their state, and study and adore 
The infinite varieties of bliss 
And beauty, by the hand of Power divine 
LavishM on all its works. Eternity 
ShaU thus roll on with ever fresh delight ; 
No pause of pleasure or improvement ; world 
On world still opening to the instructed mind 
An unexhausted universe, and time 
But adding to its glories. While the soul. 
Advancing ever to the Source of light 
And all perfection, lives, adores, and reigns 
In cloudless knowledge, purity, and bliss 
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THB VISION OF LIBKRTY. 

The evening heavens were calm and bright; 

No dimness rested on the glittering light, [high ; 
That sparkled from that wilderness of worlds on 

Those distant smis bum'd on in (Jhiet ray ; 

The placid planets held their modest way ; [sky. 
And silence reignM profound o'er eart];i, and sea, and 

Oh what an hour for lofty thought ! 

My spirit bum'd within ; I caught 
A holy inspiration from the hour. 

Around me man and nature slept ; ' 

Alone my solemn watch I kept, 
Till morning dawn'd, and sleep resumed her. power; 

A vision pass'd upon my soul. 
I still was gazing up to heaven. 
As in the early hours of even ; 
I still beheld the planets roll, 
And all those countless sons of light [less night 
Flame from the broad blue arch, and guide the moou- 

When lo, upon the plain, 

Just where it skirts the swelling main, 

A massive castle, far and high. 

In towering grandeur broke upon my eye. 
Proud in its strength and years, the ponderous {Hie 

Flung up its time-defying towers ; 
Its lofty gates seem'd scornfully to smile 

At vain assault of human powers, 
And threats and arms deride. 
Ita gorgeous carvings of heraldic pride 

In giant masses graced the walls above, < 

And dungeons yawn'd below. 

Yet ivy there and moss their garlands wove, 
Grave, silent chroniclers of time's protracted floiv. 

Bursting on my steadfast gaze. 
See, within, a sudden blaze ! 
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So small at first, the zephyr's slightest swell. 
That scarcely stirs the pine-tree top, 
Nor makes the withered leaf to drop. 

Hie feehle fluttering of that flame woiQd quelL 

But soon it spread — 

Waving, rushing, fierce, and ired^ 

From wall to wail, from tower to tower, 

Raging with resistless power; 
Till every fervent pillar glow'd, 

And every stone seemM burning coal. 
Instinct with living heat, that flow'd 

Like streaming radiance from the kindled pole. 

Beautiful, fearful, grand. 

Silent as death, I saw the fabric stand. 

At length a crackling sound began ; 

From side to side, throughout the pile it ran ; 

And louder yet and louder grew. 

Till now in rattling thunder-peals it srew ; 

Huge shiver'd fragments from the pifiars broke, 

like fiery sparkles from the anvil's stroke. 

The shattered walls were rent and riven. 

And piecemeal driven 

Like blazing comets through the troubled sky. 

'Tis done ^, what centuries had rear'd. 

In quick explosion disappeared. 
Nor even its ruins met my wondering eye. 

But in their place — 

Bright with more than human grace, 

Robed in more than mortal seeming. 
Radiant glory in her face, [ing — 

And eyes with heaven's ovm brightness 
Rose a fair majestic form. 
As the mild rainbow from the storm. 
I mark'd her smile, I knew her eye ; 

And when, with gesture of command. 

She waved aloft the cap-crown'd wand, 
My shimbers fled mid shouts of " Liberty !" 
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Read je the dream 1 and know ye not 
How truly it mdook'd the world of fate 1 

Went not tbe flame from this illustrious spot, 
And spreads it not, and butiiB in every Btatel 

And when their old and cumbrous walls, 
Fill*d widi tins spirit, glow intense. 
Vainly they rear'd their impotent defence : 

The fabric falls! 

That fervent energy must spread, 
Till despotism's lowers be overthrown ; 

And in their stead, 
Libsny stands alraxe ! 

Hasten the day, just Heaven! 

Accomplish thy design ; 
And let the blessmgs thou hast freely ginkU, 

Freely on all men shine ; 
Till equal rights be equally enjoy'd, 
And human power for human good emjdoy'd ; . 
Till law, not, the soverei^ rule susi&in, 
And peace and virtue undisputed leign. 



W. E. Gallaudbt. 



Ob, stranger, whose lepose profound 
These latter ages deire to break, 

And call thee from beneath the ground 
Ere nature did thy slumber shake 1 

What w<Hiders of Uie secret earth 
Thy lip, too silent, might reve^! 

Of tribes round whose mysterious birth 
A thousand envious ages wheel i 
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Thy race, by savage war o'emm, 

Sunk down, their very name forgot ; 
But, ere those fearful times begun, 
Perhaps, in this sequestered spot, 

By Friendship's hand thine eyelids closed^ 
By Friendship's hand the turf was laid ; 

A.nd Friendship here, perhaps, reposed, 
With moonlight vigils in the shade. 

The stars have run their nightly round. 
The sun look'd out and passed his way. 

And many a season o'er the ground 
Has trod where thou so softly lay. 

And wilt thou not one moment raise 
Thy weary head, a while to see 

The later sports of earthly days. 
How like what once enchanted thee t 

Thy name, thy date, thy life declare ; 

Perhaps a queen, whose feathery band 
A thousand maids have sigh'd to wear. 

The brightest in thy beauteous land ; 

Perhaps a Helen, from whose eye 
Love kindled up the flames of war : 

Ah, me ! do thus thy graces lie 
A faded phantom, and no more t 

Oh, not like thee would I remain. 
But o'er the earth my ashes strew, 

And in some rising bud regain 
The freshness that my childhood knev 

But has thy soul, oh maid ! so long 
Around this mournful relic dwelt I 
Or burst away, with pinion strong, 
..And at the foot of Mercy knelt t 
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Or haa it, in some distant clime, 
With curious eye, unsated, atray'd, 

And, down the winding stream of time, 
On every changeful current play'd J 

Or, lock'd in everlasting sleep. 

Must we thy heart extinct deplore, 

Thy fancy lost In darknesa weep, 
And sigh for her who feels no more % 

Or, exiled to some humbler sphere, 
la yonder wood-dove dost thou dwell, 

And, murmuring in the Rtranger's ear. 
Thy tender melancholy tell ! 

Whoe'er thou be, thy sad remains 
Shall from the Muse a tear demand, 

Who, wandering on these distant plains, 
Looks fondly to a distant land. 



I. M'LjcLLAit, Jr. 



Will do I love those various harmonies 
That ring so gayly in Spring's budding woods. 
And in the thickets, ana green, quiet haunts. 
And lonely copses of the Summer-time, 
And in red Autumn's ancient sohtudes. 

If thou art pain'd with the world's noisy stir. 
Or crazed with its mad tiunuKs, and wei^'d down 
With any of the ills of human life ; 
If thou art sick and weak, or moumest at the loM 
Of brethren goneto that far-distant land 
To which we all do pass, gentle and poor, 
The gayest and the gravest, ^ alike, 
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Then turn into the peaceful woods, and hear 
Hie thrilling music of the forest birds. 

How rich the varied choir ! The unquiet finch 
Calls from the distant hollows, and the wren 
Uttereth her sweet and mellow plaint at times. 
And the thrush moumeth where the kalmia hugs 
Its crimson-spotted cups, or chirps, half hid 
Amid the lowly dogwood's snowy flowers, 
And the blue jay flits by, from tree to tree. 
And, spreading its rich pinions, fills the ear 
With its shrill-sounding and unsteady cry. 

With the sweet airs of Spring, the robin eomeSy 
And in her simple song there seems to gush 
A strain of sorrow when she visiteth 
Her last year's withered nest. But when the gloonr 
Of the deep twilight falls, she takes her perch 
Upon the red stemm'd hazel's slender twig. 
That overhangs the brook, and suits her song 
To the slow nvulet's inconstant chime. 

In the last days of Autumn, when the com 
Lies sweet and yellow in the harvest field, 
And the gay company of reapers bind 
The beaMed wheat in sheaves, then peals abroad 
The blackbird's merry chant. I love to hear, 
Bold plunderer, thy mellow burst of song 
Float from thy watchplace on the mossy tree 
Close at the cornfield edge. 

Lone whipporwiU, 
There is much sweetness in thy fitful hymn. 
Heard in the drowsy watches of the night. 
Ofttimes, when all the village lights are out. 
And the wide air is still, I hear thee chant 
Thy hollow dirge, like some recluse who take» 
His lodging in the wilderness of woods, 
And Hire his anthem when the worid is still : 
And the dim, solemn night, that brings to man 
And to the herds deep slumbers, and sweet dews 
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Ta the red roses and the herbs, doth find 

N6 eye, save thine, a watcher in her halls. 

I hear thee oft at midnight, when the thrush 

And the green, roving linnet are at rest, 

And the hlithe, twittering swallows have long ceased 

Their noisy note, and folded up their winga. 

Far up some brook's still course, whose current 
mines 
The forest's blacken'd roots, and whose green maige 
Is seldom visited by human foot. 
The lonely heron sits, and harshly breaks 
The Sabbath silence of the wilderness : 
And you may find her by some reedy pool, 
Or brooding gloomily on the time-stain'd rock, 
Beside soine miaty and far-reaching lake. 

Most awful is thy deep and heavy boom. 
Gray watcher of the waters 1 Thou art king 
Of the blue lake ; and all the wing'd kind 
Do fear the echo of thine angry cry. 
How bright thy savage eye! Thou lookest down, 
And seest the shiuing fishes as they glide ; 
And, poising thy gray wing, thy glossy beak 
Swift as an arrow strikes its rovmg prey. 
Ofttimes I see thee, through the curling mist. 
Dart like a spectre of the night, and hear 
Thy strange, bewildering caU, like the wild Bcream 
Of one whose life is perishing in the sea. 

And now, wouldst thou, oh mani delight the ear 
With earth's delicious sounds, or charm the eye 
With beautiful creations 1 Then pass forth. 
And find them mid those many-colour'd birds 
That fill the glowing woods. The richest hnea 
Lie in their splendid, plumage, and their tones 
Are sweeter than the music of the lute. 



Or the harp's melody, or the notes that gnsli 
So thrillingly from Beaut's mby lip. 
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Courage, and sturdiness of purpose — have 

Been here transplanted from their native soil. 

And flourish undegenerate. From these^ 

Sources exhaustible but with the life 

That feeds them — their severe intents take birth. 

And draw the lusty sustenance to mould 

The limbs and body of, their own fulfilment. 

So that performance lag not after purpose. 

They are our countrymen. They are, as well 

In manly resolution as in blood, 

The children of our fathers. Washington 

Doth know no other language than the one 

We speak : and never did an English tongue 

Give voice unto a larger, wiser mind. 

YouUl task your judgment vainly to point out, 

Through all this desperate conflict, in his plans 

A flaw, or fault in execution. He - 

In spirit is unconquerable, as 

In genius perfect. Side by side I fought 

With him in that disastrous enterprise 

Where rash young Braddock fell ; and there I maik'd 

The vet'ran's skill contend for mastery 

With youthful courage in his wondrous deeds. 

Well might the bloody Indian warrior pause, 

Amid his massacre confounded, and 

His baffled rifle^s aim, till then unerring. 

Turn from " that tall young man,'' and deem in awe 

That the Great Spirit hover'd over him ; 

For he, of all our mounted officers. 

Alone came out unscathed from that dread carnage, 

To guard our shattered army's swift retreat. 

For years did his majestic form hold place 

Upon my mind, stamp'd in that perilous hour. 

In th' image of a strong:-arm'd friend, until 

I met him next as a resistless foe. 

'Twas at the fight near Princeton. In quick mandly 

Victorious o'er his van, onward we press'd ; 

When, moving with firm pace, led by the chief 

Himself, the central force encounter'd us. 

One moment paused th' opposing hosts, and then 
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The rattling Tolley hid the death it bore : 
Another, and the sudden cloud, uproll'd, 
Display'd, midway between the adverse lines, 
His drawn sword gleaming high, the chief, as though 
That crash of deadly music, and the buret 
Of sulphurous vapour, had from out the earth 
Sumnion'd the god of war. Doubly exposed. 
He stood unharm'd. Like eagles tempeet-bome 
Rush'd to his side his men ; and had our souls 
And arms with twofold strength been braced, we yet 
Had not withstood that onset. Thus does he 
- Keep ever with occasion even step ; 
Now warily before our eager speed 
Retreating, tempting ua with battle's promise 
Only to toil us with a vain pursuit ; 
Now wheeling rapidly about our fl^iks, 
Startling our ears with sildden peal of war, 
And fronting in the thickest of the fight 
The common soldier's death, stirring the blood 
Of faintest hearts to deeds of bravery 
By his great presence. 



" Why should wb cnn a hallowed apot t 

A church in ererr grore that spreadi 
ll» li^in^ loor above our headi." 

WoSDSWOBTH'fl '■ Ood M JVoMTA 

A LOVELT sky, a cloDdless sun, 

A wind that breathes of leaves and flowen, 
O'er hUl, thtonch dale, my steps hava won, 

To the cool UECfit's sludowy bowsra ; 
One of the paths all toimd that wwd, 

Traced by the browsing herds, I ckoooe, 
And sights and somda of human kind, 

In nature's l6ne recesses lose ; 
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Courage, and sturdiness of purpose — have 

Been here transplanted from their native soil. 

And flourish undegenerate. From these-— 

Sources exhaustible but with the life 

That feeds them — their severe intents take birth. 

And draw the lustv sustenance to mould 

The limbs and body of, their own fulfilment. 

So that performance lag not after purpose. 

They are our countrymen. They are, as well 

In manly resolution as in blood, 

The children of our fathers. Washington 

Doth know no other language than the one 

We speak : and never did an English tongue 

Give voice unto a larger, wiser mind. 

YouUl task your judgment vainly to point oat, 

Through all this desp'rate conflict, in his plans 

A flaw, or fault in execution. He - 

In spirit is unconquerable, as 

In genius perfect. Side by side I fought 

With him in that disastrous enterprise 

Where rash young Braddock fell ; and there I marked 

The veteran's skill contend for mastery 

With youthful courage in his wondrous deeds. 

Well might the bloody Indian warrior pause, 

Amid his massacre confounded, and 

His baffled rifle^s aim, till then unerring. 

Turn from *' that tall young man," and deem in awe 

That the Great Spirit hover'd over him ; 

For he, of all our mounted officers, 

Alone came out unscathed from that dread camagei 

To guard our shattered army's swift retreat. 

For years did his majestic form hold place 

Upon my mind, stamp'd in that perilous hour. 

In th' image of a strong-arm'd friend, until 

I met him next as a resistless foe. 

^was at the fight near Princeton. In quick num^ 

Victorious o'er his van, onward we press'd ; 

When, moving with firm pace, led by the chief 

Himself, the central force encounter'd us. 

One moment paused th' opposing hosts, and then 
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The rattling volley Iiid the death it bore : 
Another, anJd the sudden cloud, uproll'd, 
Dispiay'd, midway between the adverse lines, 
His drawn swoid gleaming high, the chief, aa Ihou^ 
That crash of deadly music, and the burst 
Of Bulphurous vapour, had from out the earth 
Summon'd the god of war. Doubly exposed. 
He stood unharm'd. Like eagles tempeBt-borae 
Rush'd to his side his men ; and had our souls 
And arms with twofold strength been braced, we yet 
Had not withstood that onset. Thus does he 
- Keep ever with occasion eren step ; 
Now warily before our ea^r speed 
Retreating, tempting us with' battle's promise 
Only to toil us with a vain pursuit ; 
Now wheeling rapidly about our flaiiks, 
Startling our ears with siJdden peal of war. 
And fronting in the thickest of the light 
The common soldier's death, stirring the blood 
Of faintest hearts to deeds of bravery 
By his great presence. 
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A LovKLv sky, a cloudless atin, 

A wind that breathes of leaves and flowm, 
O'er hill, thtongh dale, my steps have woa, 

To the cool unwat^ shadowy bowen ; 
One of the paths all loand that wusd, 

TrEiced by the browsing herds, I cfaoooe. 
And sights and sowtds of human kind, 

In nature's l6ne recesses lose ; 
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Courage, and sturdiness of purpose — have 

Been here transplanted from their native soil, 

And flourish undegenerate. From these — 

Sources exhaustible but with the life 

That feeds them — their severe intents take birth. 

And draw the lustv sustenance to mould 

The limbs and body of, their own fulfilment. 

So that performance lag not after purpose. 

They are our countrymen. They are, as "well 

In manly resolution as in blood, 

The children of our fathers. Washington 

Doth know no other language than the one 

We speak : and never did an English tongue 

Give voice unto a larger, wiser mind. 

You'll task your judgment vainly to point out, 

Through all this desperate conflict, in his plans 

A flaw, or fault in execution. He - 

In spirit is unconquerable, as 

In genius perfect. Side by side I fought 

With him in that disastrous enterprise 

Where rash young Braddock fell ; and there I marked 

The vet'ran's skiU contend for mastery 

With youthful courage in his wondrous deeds. 

Well might the bloody Indian warrior pause, 

Amid his massacre confounded, and 

His baffled rifle's aim, till then unerring. 

Turn from " that tall young man," and deem in awe 

That the Great Spirit hover'd over him ; 

For he, of all our mounted officers. 

Alone came out unscathed from that dread camagei 

To guard our shatter'd army's swift retreat. 

For years did his majestic form hold place 

Upon my mind, stamp'd in that perilous hour, 

In th' image of a strong:-arm'd friend, until 

I met him next as a resistless foe. 

^was at the fight near Princeton. In quick maidli. 

Victorious o'er his van, onward we press'd ; 

When, moving with firm pace, led by the chief 

Himself, the central force encounter'd us. 

One moment paused th' opposing hosts, and then 
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The rattling ToUey hid the death it bore : 
Another, aad the sudden cloud, uproll'd, 
Display'd, midway between the adverse liuee, 
His drawn sword gleaming high, the chief, as though 
That crash of deadly music, and the burst 
Of sulphurous vapour, had from out the earth 
Summon'd the god of war. Doubly exposed. 
He stood unharm'd. Like eaglea tempeat-bome 
Rush'd to his side his men ; and had our souls 
And arms with twofold strength been braced, we yet 
Had not withstood that onset. Thus does he 
- Keep ever with occasion even step ; 
Now warily before our eager speed 
Retreating, tempting us w'lth' battle's promise 
Only to toil us with a vain pursuit ; 
Now wheeling rapidly about our flauks, 
Startling our ears with sUdden peal of waii 
And fronting in the thickest of the flght 
The common soldier's death, stirring the blood 
Of faintest hearts to deeds of bravery 
By his great presence. 



Alfbbd B. Strsbt. 



Wokihwobth'8 "Oodai JVoftn; 

A LOVELY sky, a cloudleaa aun, 

A wind that breathe* of leaves and flowen^ 
O'er hUl, thtonch dale, my atep» have wob, 

To the cool urest'i sludowy bowen ; 
One of the paths all Goimd that iriaA, 

Traced by the browsing herds, I chooM, 
And sights and sowtda of human kind, 

In nature's l6ne recesses lose ; 
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Courage, and sturdiness of purpose — have 

Been here transplanted from their native soil. 

And flourish undegenerate. From these— 

Sources exhaustible but with the life 

That feeds them — their severe intents take birth. 

And draw the lusty sustenance to mould 

The limbs and body of, their own fulfilment. 

So that performance lag not after purpose. 

They are our countrymen. They are, as well 

In manly resolution as in blood, 

The children of our fathers. Washington 

Doth know no other language than the one 

We speak : and never did an English tongue 

Give voice unto a larger, wiser mind. 

YouUl task your judgment vainly to point oat, 

Through all this desperate conflict, in his plans 

A flaw, or fault in execution. He - 

In spirit is unconquerable, as 

In genius perfect. Side by side I fought 

With him in that disastrous enterprise 

Where rash young Braddock fell ; and there I niaik*d 

The veteran's skill contend for mastery 

With youthful courage in his wondrous deeds. 

Well might the bloody Indian warrior pause, 

Amid his massacre confounded, and 

His baffled rifle's aim, till then unerring. 

Turn from " that tall young man," and deem in awe 

That the Great Spirit hover'd over him ; 

For he, of all our mounted officers. 

Alone came out unscathed from that dread carnage. 

To guard our shattered army's swift retreat. 

For years did his majestic form hold place 

Upon my mind, stamp'd in that perilous hour, 

In th' image of a strongj-arm'd friend, until 

I met him next as a resistless foe. 

^was at the fight near Princeton. In quick maroh. 

Victorious o'er his van, onward we press'd ; 

When, moving with firm pace, led by the chief 

Himself, the central force encounter'd us. 

One moment paused th' opposing hosts, and then 
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"nie rattling volley Iijd the deaih it bore : 
Another, aad the sudden c]oud, uproll'd, 
Display'd, midway between the adverse lines, 
His diawn sword gleaming iiigh, the chief, aa thou^ 
That crash of deadly music, and the buret 
Of sulphurous vapour, had from out the earth 
Summon'd the god of war. Doubly exposed, 
He stood unharm'd. Like eagles lempest-bonid 
Rush'd to his side his men ; and had our souls 
And arms with twofold strength beenbraced,we yet 
Had not withstood that onset. Thus does he 
.Keep ever with occasion even step; 
Now warily before our eager speed 
Retreating, tempting us with battle's promise 
Only to toil us with a vain pursuit ; 
Now wheeling rapidly about our flanks, 
StsrtUng our ears with sildden peal of wai^ 
And fronting in the thickest of the fight 
The common soldier's death, stirring the blood 
Of faintest hearts to deeds of bravery 
By his great presence. 



"CadnAbMrt." 

A LOTiLT sky, a cloadless sun, 

A wind that breathes of leaves and flowen, 
O'er hill, thtouRh dale, my steps have ytOB, 

To the cool unest's shadowy boweis ; 
One of the paths all EOand that wssd, 

Traced by the browung herds, I ckoooe, 
And sights and sennds of human kind, 

In nature's 16ne recesses lose ; 
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The beech displays its marbled bark, 
The spruce its green tent stretches wide. 

While scowls the hemlock, grim and dark, 
The maple^s scalloped dome beside : 

All weave on high a verdant roof, 

That keeps the very sun aloof, 

Making a twilight soft and green, 

Within the columned, vaulted scene. 

Sweet forest odours have their birth 

From the clothed boughs and teeming earth ; 

Where pinecones dropped, leaves piled and deadt 

Long tufts of grass, and stars of fern, 

With many a wild flower's fairy urn, 
A thick, elastic carpet spread ; 
Here, with its mossy pall, the trunk. 
Resolving into soil, is sunk ; 
There, wrench'd but lately from its throne. 

By some fierce whirlwmd circling past. 
Its huge roots massed with earth and stone. 

One of the woodland kings is cast. 

Above, the forest tops are bright 
With the broad blaze of sunny light : 
But now, a fitful airgust parts 

The screening branches, and a glow 
Of dazzling, startling radiance darts 

Down the dark stems, and breaks below ; 
The mingled shadows off are roU'd, 
The sylvan floor is bathed in gold : 
Low sprouts and herbs, before unseen. 
Display their shades of brown and green ; 
Tints brighten o'er the velvet moss, 
Gleams twinkle on the laurel's gloss ; 
The robin, brooding in her nest. 
Chirps as the quick ray strikes her breast. 
And as my shadow prints the ground, 
I see the rabbit upward bound, 
With pointed ears an instant look, 
Then scamper to the darkest nook, 
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Where, vilh crouch'd limb and staring eye, 
He watches while 1 saunter bj. 

X narrow vista, carpeted 

With rich green grass, invites my tread; 

Here showers the light in golden dots, 

There sleeps the shade in ebon spots; 

So blended, that the very air 

Seems network as 1 enter there. 

The partridge, whose deep-rolling drum 

Afar has sounded on my ear. 
Ceasing his beatings as I come. 

Whirrs to the sheltering branches near; 
The little milksnake glides away. 
The brindled marmot dives from day ; 
And now, between the boughs, a space 
Of the blue laughing Bky I trace ; 
On each side shrinks the bowery- shade ; 
Before me spreads an emerald glade; 
The sunshine steeps its grass and moss, 
That couch my footsteps as I cross; 
Merrily hums the tawny t>ee. 
The glittering humming-bird I see ; 
Floats the bright butterflj- along, 
The insect choir is loud m song : 
A BfKJt of light and life, it seems 
A fairy haunt for fancy dreams. 

Here stretch'd, the pleasant turf I press. 
In luxury of idleness ; 
Sun-streaks, and glancing wings, and sky. 
Spotted with cloud-shapes, charm m; eye ; 
Whde murmuring grass, and waving trees. 
Their leaf-harps sounding to the breeze, 
And wator-tooes that tinkle near. 
Blend their sweet music to my ear ; 
And by the changins shades alone. 
The passage of die hours are known. 
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AN AMBBICAN FORBBT SPSIMO. 

Now fluttering breeze, now stormy blast. 

Mild rain, then blustering snow : 
Winter's stern, fettering cold is passed, 

But, sweet Spring! where art thoul 
The white cloud floats mid smiling blnCy 
The broad bright sunshine's solden hue 

Bathes the still frozen earth : 
'Tis changed ! above, black vapours roll : 
We turn from our expected stroll, 

And seek the blazing hearth. 

Hark ! that sweet carol ! with delight 

We leave the stifling room ! 
The little bluebird greets our sight, 

Spring, glorious Spring has come ! 
The south wind's balm is in the air, 
The melting snow-wreathes everywhere 

Are leaping off in showers ; 
And Nature, in her brightening looks, 
Tells that h^r flowers, and leaves, and brooks. 

And birds will soon be ours. 

A few soft, sunny days have shone, 

The air has lost its chill, 
A bright green tinge succeeds the brown 

Upon the southern hill. 
Off to the woods ! a pleasant scene ! 
Here sprouts the fresh young wintergreen. 

There swells a mossy mound ; 
Though in the hollows drifts are piled, 
The wandering wind is sweet and mild. 

And buds are bursting round. ^ 

Where its long rings uncurls the fern. 

The violet, nestling low. 
Casts back the white lid of its urn, 

Its purple streaks to show : 
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Beautiful bloesom '. first to rise 

And smile beneath Spring's wakening skies. 

The courier of the band 
Of coming flowers, wliat feelings sweet 
Gush, as the silvery gem we meet 

Utraa its slender wand. 

A sudden roar — a shade is cast — 

We look up with a start. 
And, sounding like a transient blast, 

O'erhead the pigeons dart ; 
Scarce their blue glancing shapes the eye 
Can trace, ere, dotted on the sky, 

They wheel in distant flight. 
A chirp ! and swift the squirrel sconrs 
Along the prostrate trunk, ioA cowers 

Within its clefts fh)ni sight. 

Amid the creeping vine, which spreads 

Its thick ana verdant wreath. 
The Bcaurberry's downy ^langle sheds 

Its rich, deliciouB breath. 
The bee-swarm murmurs br, and now 
It clusters black on yonder bough: 

The robin's mottled breast 
Glances that sunny spot across. 
As round it seeks the twig and moss 

To frame its summer nest. 

Warmer is Each successive sky, 

More son the breezes pass. 
The maple's gems of crimson lie 

Upon the tUck green grass. 
The dogwood sheds its clusters wMte, 
The birch has dropp'd its tassels sli^tt 

Cowslips are round the rill ; 
The tiiresher whistles in the glen, 
Flutters around the warbling wrei^ 

And swamps have voices shriU. 
A A 
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A simultaneous burst of leaves 

Has clothed the forest now, 
A single day^s bright sunshine weaTes 

This vivid, gorgeous show. 
Masses of shade are east beneath. 
The flowers are spread in varied wreath. 

Night brings its soft, sweet moon ; 
Morn wakes in mist, and twilight gray 
Weeps its bright dew, and smiling May 

Melts into blooming June ! 
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SONG OP THE PRAIRIB. 



Oh ! fly to the prairie, sweet maiden, with me, 
As green, and as wide, and as wild as the sea ! 
Its l^som of velvet the summer winds ride. 
And rank grass is waving in billowy pride. 

The city's a prison too narrow for thee — 

Then away to the prairies so boundless and free ! 

Where the sight is not checked till the prairie and 

skies. 
In harmony blending, commingle their dyes. 

The fkwns in the meadow-fields fearlessly play- 
Away to the chase, lovely maiden,, awa^! 
Bound, bound to thy courser, the bison is near ! 
And list to the tramp of the light-footed deer. 

Let England exult in her dogs and her chase^- 
Oh ! what's a king's park to this limitless space t 
No fences to leap and no thickets to turn, 
No owners to injure, no furrows to spurn. 

But, softly as thine on the carpeted hall, 
Is heard the light foot of the courser to fall ; 
And close matted grass no impression receiTes, 
As ironless hoofs bound aloft from the leaves. 
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Oh, fly to the prairie ! the eagle is there : 
He gracefully wheels in the cloud-speckled air ; 
And timidly hiding her delicate young, 
The prairie-hen hushes her beautiful song. 

Oh, fly to the prairie, sweet maiden, with me ! 
The vine and the prairie-rose blossom for thee ; 
And, hailing the moon in the prairie-propp'd sky, 
The mocking-bird echoes the katydid's c^. 

Let Mexicans boast of their herds and their steeds, 
The free prairie-hunter no shepherd-boy needs ; 
The bison, like clouds, overshadow the place, 
And the wild spotted coursers invite to the chase. 

The citizen picks at his turtle and fowls, 
And stomachless over his fricassee growls : 
We track the wild turkey ; the rifle suppUes 
The food for the board and the stomach to prize. 

The fanner may boast of his grass and his grain — 
He sows them in labour, and reaps them in pain ; 
But here the deep soil no exertion requires, 
Enrich'd by the ashes, and cleared by the fires. 

Then fly to the prairie in wonder, and gaze. 
As sweeps o'er the grass the magnificent blaze ; 
The world cannot boast more romantic a sight — 
A continent flaming, and oceans of light ! 

The woodman delights in his trees and his shade — 
But see ! there's no sun on the cheek of his maid ; 
Ifis flowers are faded, his blossoms are pade. 
And mildew is riding his vapoury gale. 

Then fly to the prairie ! no bush to obscure, 
No marsh to exhale, and no ague to cure, [breeze. 
Translucent and fresh comes the grass-scented 
UnchiU'd by the mountain, unbroken by trees. 

Sublime from the north he descends in his wrath, 
And scatters the reeds in his snow-cover'd path ; 
Or, loaded with incense, steals in from the west, 
As bees from the prairie-rose fly to their nest. 
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Oh, fl}r to the prairie ! for freedom is there 4 
Love lights not that home with the torch of deq^! 
No wretch to entreat, and no lord to deny. 
No gossips to slander, no neighbour 19 pry. 

But struggling not there the heart's impulse to hide, 
Love leaps like the fount from the crystal-rock aide, 
And strong as its adamant, pure as its spring; 
Waves wildly in sunbeams ids rose-coloor^dwing. 



Edward Sanford. 

ADDRESS TO BLAOC HAWK. 

TmmB's beauty on thy brow, old chief! the high 

And manly beauty of the Roman mould, 
And the keen flashing of thy full dark eye 

Speaks of a heart mat years have not made cold; 
Of passions scathed not by the blight of time ; 

Ambition, that survives the battle i:oute. 
The man within thee scorns to play the mime. 

To gaping crowds that compass thee about. 
Thou walkest, with thy warriors by thy side, 
WrappM In fierce hate, and high, unconquer'd pride. 

Chief of a hundred warriors ! dost thou yet— 

Vanquish'd and captive— dost thou deem that here, 
The glowing daystar of thy glory set — 

Dull night has closed upon thy bright career I 
Old forest lion, caught and caged at last, 

Post pant to roam again thy native wild I 
To gloat upon the lifeblood flowing fast 

Of thy crush'd victims ; and to slay the child,t 
To dabble in the gore of wives and mothers. 
And kill, old Tuik! thy harmless, pale-faced bTOtli. 
ersi 
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For it was cruel, Black Hawk, thus to flatter 
The dovecotes of tlie peaceful pioneers, 

To let thy tribe commit such fierce and utter 
Slaughter among the folks of the frontiers. 

Though thine be old, hereditary hate, 



To crush the liordes who have the power and will 
To rob thee of thy hunting-grounds and fountains, 
And drive thee backward to the Rocky Mountains. 

Spite of thy looks of cold indifference, [wonder ; 

There's much thou'st seen that must excite thy 
Wakes not upon thy quick and startled sense 

The cannon's harsh and pealing voice of thunder t 
Our big canoes, with white and widespread wings, 

That sweep the waters as birds sweep the sky ; 
Our steamboats, with their iron lungs, like things 

Of breathing life, that dash and hurry by ! 
Or, if thou scom'st the wonders of the ocean, 
What think'st thou of our railroad locomotion ! 

Thou'st seen our museums, beheld the dummies 

That grin in darkness in their coffin cases ; 
What think'st thou of the art of making mDmmiea, 

So that the worms shrink from their dry embnuMsl 
Thou'st seen the mimic tyrants of the stage 

Strutting, in paint and feathers, for an hour; 
Thou'st heard the bellowing of their tragic rase. 

Seen their eyes glisten, and their dark brows lower. 
Anon, thou'st seen them, when their wrath cool'd 
Pass in a moment from a king — U> clown, [down, 

Thou see'st these things unmoved ! say'st so, oU 
fellow* 
Then tell us, have the white man's glowing dui^ 

Set thy cotd blood in motion < HsaH been melltnr 
By a sly cup or so of our fire-waters ! 
Aa9 
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They are tiiy people's deadliest poisoo. They 
First make them cowards, and then white men's 

And sloth, and penary, and passion's prey, [slaTSs; 
And lives of misery, and early graves. 

For, by their power, believe me, not a day goes 

But kills some Foxes, Sacs, and Winnebagoes. 

Say, does thy wandering heart stray iar away. 

To the deep bosom of thy forest-home % 
The hillside, where thy young pappooses idiQT* 

And ask, amid their sports, when thou wilt come I 
Come not the wailings of thy gentle squaws 

For their lost warrior loud upon thine ear, 
Piercing athwart the thunder of huzaas. 

That, yeU'd at every comer, meet thee here I 
The wife who made that shell-deck'd wampum belt» 
Thy rugged heart must think of her— end melt. 

Chafes not thy heart, as chafes the panting breaafc 

Of the caged bird against his prison bars. 
That thou, the crown'd warrior of the Weats 

The victor of a hundred forest wars, 
Shoukist in thy age become a raree show. 

Led, like a walking hear, about the town, 
A new-caught monster, who is all the go. 

And stared at, gratis, by the gaping clown I 
Boils not thy blood while thus thou'rt led aboqt. 
The sport a^ mockery of the rabble rout % 

Whence came thy cold philosophy? whence oame, 

Thou tearless, stem, and uncomplaining one. 
The power that taught thee thus to veil the flame 

Of thy fierce psissions ? Thou despisest fun, 
And thy proud spirit scorns the white men's gleet 

Save thy fierce sport, when at the fitnend-pile 
Of a bound warrior in his agony. 

Who meets thy horrid laugh with dying smile. 
Thy face, in length, reminds one of a Quaker'ab 
Thy dances, too, are solemn as a Shaker's. 
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Proud Bcioii of a noble stem ! th^ tree 
la blanch'd, aod bare, uid seu'd, and leafless now. 

Ill not insult its &Uen majesty, 

Nor drive, with careless hand, the ruthless plough 
Over its roots. Tom from its parent mould. 

Rich, warm, and deep, its fresh, free, balmy air. 
No second verdure quickens in our cold, 

New, barren earth ; no life sustains it there. 
But, even though prostrate, 'tis a noble thing, 
Thou^ crownkss, powerless, "every iiich a king." 

Give ua thy hand, old nobleman of nature. 

Proud ruler of the forest aristocracy; 
The best of blood glows in thy every feature, 

And thycurl'd lip speaks scorn for our democracy. 
Thou wear's! thy titles on that godlike brow ; 

Let him who doubts them meet thine eagle eye, 
Hell qu^ beneath its glance, and disavow 

All question of thy noble familjr ; 
For thou may'st here become, with strict propnety, 
A leader in our city good society. 



IMHaA ODHHINDINO TOR aQH AND MOON TO ITANI WTIU, 

The day rose clear on Glbeon. Her high tovtn 
FUsb'd the red sunbeams gloriously back. 
And the wind<driven banners, and the ate^ 
Of her ten thousand spears caught daizUngly 
The sun, and on the fortresses of rock 
Play'd a soft ^ow, that as a mockery seem'd 
To the stern men who gilded by its light. 
Betb-Horon in the distance slept, and breatb 
Was pleasant in the vale of Ajalon, 
Where armed heels trod careLessly the awe* 
Wild apicea, and the trees of gum were shot 
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By the rude armour on their branches hong. 

Suddenly in the camp without the walls 

Rose a deep murmur, and the men of vtkt 

Gathered around their kings, and " Joshua ! 

From Gilgal, Joshua !" was whisper'd low. 

As with a secret fear, and then, at once, 

With the abruptness of a dream, he stood 

Upon the rock before them. Calmly then 

Raised he his helm, and with his temples bare. 

And hands uplifted to the sky, he pray'd : 

" God oC this people, hear ! and let the sun 

Stand upon Gibeon, still ; and let the moon 

Rest in the vale of Ajalon I" He ceased : 

And lo ! the moon sits motionless, and earth 

Stands on her axis indolent. The sun 

Pours the unmoving column of his rays 

In undiminished heat ; the hours stand still ; 

The shade hath stopped upon the dial's face ; 

The clouds and vapours that at night are wont 

To gather and enshroud the lower earth. 

Are struggling with strange rays, breaking them up^ 

Scattering the misty phalanx like a wand, 

Glancing o'er mountain tops, and shining down 

In broken masses on the astonish^ plains. 

The fever'd cattle group in wondering herds ; 

The weary birds go to their leafy nests, 

But find no darkness there, and wander forth 

On feeble, fluttering wing to find a rest ; 

The parchM, baked earth, undamped by usual dews, 

Has gaped and crackM, and heat, dry, midday heat. 

Comes like a drunkard's breath upon the heart. 

On with thy armies, Joshua ! The Lord 

God of Sabaoth is the avenger now ! 

His voice is in the thunder, and his wrath 

Poureth the beams of the retarded sun, 

With the keen strength of arrows, on their sight 

The unwearied sun rides in the zenith sky ; 

Nature, obedient to her Maker's voice, 

Stops in full course all her mysterious wheels. 
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On ! till avenging swords have dnmk the blood 
Of all JetiovaE'a enemies, and till 
Thy banners in retuniiDg triumph wave; 
Then yonder orb shall set mid golden clouds, 
And, while a dewy rain falla soft on earth. 
Show in the heavens the glorious bow of God, 
Shining, the rainbow-banaer of the skies. 
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Twu the night before Christmas, when all through 
the house 

Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse ; 
The Blockings were hung by the chimney with care, 
^ In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there; 
The children were nestled all snug in their beds, 
Vifhile visions of sugarplums danced through their 

And mamma in her 'kerchief, and I in my cap, 
Had just settled our brains for a long winter's nap ; 
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 
I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter : 
Away to the window I flew like a Sasb, 
Tore open the shutters and threw up the aasb. 
The moon, on the breast of the new-falien snow. 
Gave the lustre of midday to objects below. 
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear, > 
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer, 
With a little old driver, so lively and ^uick, 
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 
More rapid than eagles hia coursers they came. 
And he whistled, and shouted, and called them b^ 

" Now, Dasher ! now. Dancer ! now, Prancer ! now, 

Vixen! 
On! Comet, on 1 Ci^id,on! Donder and Blixeit— 
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To the top of the porch ! to the top of the wall ! 
Now, dash away, dash away, dash away all !" 
As leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky 
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, 
With the sleigh full of toys — and St. Nicholas too. 
And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof 
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof. 
As I drew in my head, and was turning around, 
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound. 
He was dress'd all in fur, from his head to his foot. 
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and 

soot; 
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, 
And he looked like a pedler just opening his pack. 
His eyes, how they twinkled! his £mples, Iww 

merry ! 
His cheeks were like. roses, his nose like a cherry; 
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow. 
And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow. 
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, 
And the smoke it encircled his head like a wieatb. 
He had a broad face, and a little round bell;jr, 
That shook, when he laugh'd, like a bowl full of jelly. 
He was chubby and plump ; a right jolly old elf; 
And I laugh'd, when 1 saw him, in spite of mjBelf. 
A wink of his eye, and a twist of his head, 
Soon gave me to know I had nothing- to dread. 
He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work, 
And fill'd all the stockings ; then tarn'd with a jeric, 
And, laying his finger aside of his nose. 
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose. 
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, 
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle ; 
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sisrht, 
"Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-night!" 
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LLoea written after seeing among a collection of beantiliil 
paintinga— copies from the old masters, recently sent to New- 
York from Ilaly— one representing the daoghter ofHetodiaa 
bearing the head of Jotin the Baptist in a charger, and wearing 
a[|an aei countenance an exptewion, not of triumph, as one 
might Buppoee. but lalher of soft and sorrowful remorse, aa alls 
laus upon Che calm and beautiful features of ber victim. 

MotbebI I britig thy gift ; 
Take from my hand the dreaded boon ; I piay, 
Take itj the still, pale sorrow of the face 
HaUi left upon my aoui its living trace. 

Never to pass away. 
Since from these lipa one word of idle breath 
Blanch'd that calm face. Oh, mother ! this is death ! 
What is it that I see 
From all the pure and settled features gleamingl 
Reproach ! reproach ! My dreams are strEuige and 
Mother! hadst thou no pity on thy child! [wild. 

Lol a celestial smile seems sotUy beaming 
On thy hush'd hps ; my mother! canst thou brook 
Longer upon thy victim's face to look 1 
Alas ! at yester morn 
My heart was Ught, and to the viol's sound 
I gayly danced, while crown'd with summer flowers, 
AJnd swiftly by me sped the flying hours ; 

And all was joy around, 
Not death ! Oh, mother ! could I say thee nay * 
Take from thy daughter's hand thy boon away! 
Take it ! my heart is sad ; 
And the pure forehead hath an icy chill. 
. I dare not touch it, for avenging Heaven 
Hath shuddering visions to my fancy given ; 
And the pale face appals me, cold and still, 
With the closed lips. Oh, tell me ! could I knour ' 
That the pale features of the dead were so! 
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I may not turn away 
From the charm'd brow ; and I have heard his 
Even as a prophet by his people spoken ; [name 

And that high brow in death bears seal and token 

Of one whose words were flame. 
Oh, holy teacher ! couldst thou rise and live. 
Would not those hush'd lips whisper, " I forgiye t" 

Away with lute and harp, 

With the glad heart for ever, and the dance ! 
Never a^ain shall tabret sound for me ! 
Oh, fearful mother ! I have brought to thee 

The silent dead, with his rebuking glance. 
And the crush'd heart of one to whom is given 
Wild dreams of judgment and offended Heaven! 



Thomas C. Upham. 



THB MILLENNIAL DAT. 



"They shall not hurt nor destroy in all my holy mountain: 
for the earth shall be full of the knowledge of the Lord, as the 
waters that cover the sea.** — Isa. xi., 9. 

Upon God's holy mountain all is peace. 
Of clanging arms, and cries, and wail, no sound 
Goes up to mingle with the gentle breeze. 
That bears its perfumed whispers sdl around. 
Beneath its trees, that spread their blooming light, 
The spotted leopard walks ; the ox is there ; 
The yellow lion stands in conscious might, 
Breathing the dewy and illumined air. 
A little child doth take him by the mane. 
And leads him forth, and plays beneath his breast. 
Naught breaks the quiet of that bless'd domain, 
Naught mars iti* harmony and heavenly rest : 
Picture divine and emblem of that day, [sway. 
When peace on earth and truth shall hold unbroken 
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" Tha hesTeiw decKie thn glorj of God : lod tba 

dioweUi hi> huidiwark. Daf unto day attsTcth ipeech, aiid 
nigbt unto night ahoweth Knowledge. Thete ii no ipaeelt nor 
lMiga»gB where their voice is not hewd."— Pe, lii., 1, 2, 3, 

MiN use a different speech in different climes, 
But Nature hath one voice, and only one. 
Her wandering moon, her stars, her golden boo. 
Her woods and waters, in all lands and times, 
!d one deep song proclaim the wondrous stoiy 
They tell it to each other in the sk^. 
Upon the winds they send it sounding high, 
Jehovah's wisdom, goodness, power, and glory. 
I bear it come from mountain, cliff, and tree, 
Ten thousand voices in one voice imited ; 
On every side the song encircles me. 
The whole round world reveres and is delighted. 
Ah ! why, when heaven and earth Uft up their voice, 
Ah ! why should man alone nor worship nor r^oice 1 
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H^Hq houndless Ocean ! migh^ rolling deep ! 

Thou ever restless, still rejoicing sea! 
Now slowly heaving in thine awful sleep. 

Now wildly roaring in glad revelry. 
The stars loolt glorious in their silent place ; 

The fixed hills in tranquil grandeur stand ; 
The moon renews her gentle, smiling fece ; 

The sun proclaims his Maker's bounteoos haad 
" In solemn sUence all ;" while thy glad voice 

Went forth at first in its etemd roar. 
And billow after billow cries. Rejoice ! 

In ceaseless munnun on the sounding Bhoi*. 
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I love to stand upon the giant rock 

That thrusts his scowling front against thy wate, 
And feel the tremblmg from the mighty shock, 

And hear it roaring through each hollow cave ; 

Then mark the billows gathering up their force. 
Tossing their foam bcu;k like a hon^s mane ; 

And, rushing on in their exulting course. 
In idle murmurs swift recoil again. 

And, while the baffled waters seem to sleep. 
Far off they gather mightier than before ; 

Onward they move, with slow, majestic sweep. 
And break in thunder round the rocky shore. 

There is a power within me that awakes 
Mid this wild conflict of the stormy sea ; 

And moves, and swells, and its stem thraldom breaks, 
And heaves and pants for immortality. 

This wind must die away ere long, and thou. 
Old Ocean, must recall thy truant waves ; 

Dress thee with smiles, and smooth thy furrow'd 
And calmly rest thee in thy silent caves : [brow, 

While, restless, by no earthly shores confined. 
The sea of Thought nor ebb nor limit knows. 

Fed from the fountains of Creative Mind, [flows. 
Through realms, through worlds unknown for ever 
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TBI BIRTH OF THUNDER. — A DAHCOTAH LBOSNlfc 

Twenty-eight miles ^om the Big Stone Lake, near the soar- 
<;e8of the St. Peter's River, is a cluster of small lakes or ponda, 
lying much below the level of the surrounding prairie, mnd or- 
namented with an oak wood. The Dahcotahs call this place 
Thk Nest of Thunder, and say that here Thunder was bom. 
As soon as the infant spirit could go alone, he set out to see the 
world, and, at the first step, placed his foot upon a hill twenty. 



W. J. ENSLLIKQ. 291 

flramilea distant; > rock on the top of which icluallj Menu to 
bear (he print of ■ gigantic bnmui foot. The IndiBoa call the 
bill Thdmder's Tricei. The Neat of Thunder i), to thiaday, 
raited by tha bnng wboaa biilh it witoeued. He comes cled 
in a mantte of Monna, and lightninga plajr round hia head. 

Loos, white man, well on all around, 
These hoary oaks, those boundless {dains ; 

Tread lightly ; this is hoty ground : 

Here Thunder, awful spirit ! reigns. 
Look on those waters far below, 

So deep beneath the prairie sleeping, 
The summer sun's meridian glow 

Scarce warms the sands their waves are heaping; 
And scarce the bitter blast can blow 

In winter on their icy cover ; 
The Wind Sprite may not stoop so low, 

But bows his head and passes over. 
Perch'd on the top of yonder pine, ^ 

The heron's billow- searching eye ;, 

Can scarce his finny prey descry. 
Glad leaping where their colours slune. 
Those lakes, whose shores but now we trod, 

Scars deeply on Earth's bosom dinted. 
Are the strong impress of a god, ; 

By Thunder's giant foot imprinted. 
Nay, stranger, as J live lis truth ! 

The lips of those who never hed 
Repeat it daily to our youth. 



Gave down the tale to after ages. 
Dost not believe 1 though blooming fair 

The flowerets court the breezes coy, 
Though now the sweet-grass scents the ^, 
And sunny natore basks in joy, 

It is not ever so. 
Come when the lightning flashes, 
Come when the fbrest crashes. 

When shrieks of pain and wo. 
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Break on thine ear-drum thick and fast. 
From ghosts that shiver in the blast ; 
Then shait thou know, and bend the knee 
Before the angry deity. 

But now attend, while I unfold 

The lore my brave forefathers taught : 
Asyet the storm, the heat, the cold. 

The changing seasons had not brought. 
Famine was not ; each tree and grot 

Grew greener for the rain ; 
The wanton doe, the buffalo. 

Blithe bounded on the plain. 
In mirth did man the hours employ 

Of that eternal spring ; 
With song and dance, and shouts of Joy, 

Did hill and valley ring. 
No death-shot peal'd upon the ear, 
No painted warrior poised the spear, 
No stake-doom^ captive shook for fear; 

No arrow left the string. 
Save when the wolf to earth was borne ; 
From foeman's head no scalp was torn ; 
Nor did the pangs of hate and scorn 

The red man's bosom wring. 
Then waving fields of yellow com 
Did our bless'd villages adorn. 

Alas ! that man will never learn 

His good from evil to discern. 

At length, by furious passions driven, 

The Indian left his babes and wife, 
And every blessing God has given, 

To mingle in the deadly strife. 
Fierce Wrath and haggard Envy soon 
Achieved the work that War begun ; 
He left, unsought, the beast of chase. 
And prey'd upon his kindred race. 
But He who rules the earth and skies, 
Who watches every bolt that flies ; 
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From whom all gifts, all bleMiogs flow. 
With grief beheld the scene below. 
He wept ; and, as the balmy shower 

Refreehing to the grouod descended. 
Each drop gave being to a flower, 

And all the hills ia homage bended. 
" Alas !" the good Great Spirit said, 

" Man merits not the climes I gave ; 
Where'er a hillock rears its head, 

He digs his brother's timeless grave : 
To every crystal rill of water. 
He gives the crimson stain of slaughter. 
No more for him my brow shall weai 

A constant, glad, approving smile ; 
Ah, no '. my eyes must withering glar« 

On bloody hands and deeds of guile. 
Henceforth shall my lost children know 
The piercing wind, the blinding snow ; 
The storm shall drench, the sun shall bum, 
The winter freeze them, each in turn. 
Henceforth their feeble frames shall feel 
A climate like their hearts of steel." 

Tlie moon that night withheld her light. 
By fits, instead, a lurid glare 
Illumed the skies ; while mortal eyes 

Were closed, and voices rose in pn-jer. 
While the revolving sun 
Three times his course might ran, 

The dreadful darkness lasted. 
And all that time the red man's eye 
A sleeping spirit might espy. 
Upon a tree-top cradled high. 

Whoso trunk his breath had blasted. 
8a long he slept, he grew so fast. 

Beneath his weight the gnarled oak 
Snapn'd, as the tempest snaps the mast. 

It fell, and Thunder woke ! 
BbS 
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The world to its foundation shook, 
The grisly bear his prey forsook, 
The scowling heaven an aspect bore 
That man hs^L never seen before ; 
The wolf in terror fled away, 
And shone at last the light of day. 

Twas here he stood ; these lakes attest 
Where first Waw-kee-ari's footsteps press'd. 
About his burning brow a cloud, 

Black as the raven^s wing, he wore ; 
Thick tempests wrapped Mm like a snroud. 

Red lightnings in nis hand he bore ; 
Like two bright suns his eyeballs shone, 
His voice was like the cannon's tone ; 
And, where he breathed, the land becamOy 
Prairie and wood^ one sheet of flame. 
Not lonj; upon this mountain height 

The first and worst of storms abode, 
For, rnfyvlug lu his fearful might. 

Abroad the God-begotten strode. 
Afar, on yonder faint blue mound, 
In the horizon's utmost bound, 
At the first stride his foot he set ; 

The jarring world confessed the sho^k. 
Stranger ! the track of Thunder yet 

Remains upion the living rock. 
The second step, he gained the sand 
On far Superiors storm-beat straiid : 
Then with his shout the concave rung, 
As up to heaven the giant sprung 

On high, beside his sire to dwell ; 
But still, of all the spots on earth, 
He loves the woods that gave him birth.—* 

Such is the tale our fathers teU. 
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Willis Gatlori^ Clark. 

THI BUEIAL-PLAOl AT LAVRIL HILL. 

Herb the lamented dead in dust shall lie, 
Life's lingering languors o'er, its labours done ; 

ViThei^^ waving boughs, betwixt the earth and sky. 
Admit th^ farewell radiance of the sun. 

Here the long concourse from the murmuring town. 
With funeral pace and slow, shall enter in ; 

To lay the loved in tranquil silence down. 
No more to suffer, and no more to sin. 

An4 in this hallo Wd spot, where Nature showers 
Her summer smiles from fair and stainless sldeiB^' 

Affection's hand may strew her dewy flowers. 
Whose fragrant incense from the grave shall risd. 

And here the impressive stone, engraved with wordc 
Which grief sententious gives to marble pale. 

Shall teach the heart ; while waters, leaves, and iMids 
Make cheerfiil music in the passing gale. 

Say, wherefore should we weep, and wherefore pour 
On scented airs the unavailing sigh — 

While sun-bright waves are quiverinff to the shore, . 
And landscapes blooming^that the loved must die? 

There is an emblem in this peaceful scene : 
Soon rsiihbow colours on the wobds will fidl ; 

And autumn gusts bereave the hills of green, 
As sii^ the year to meet its cloudy pall. 

Then, cold and pale, in distant vistas round, 
Disrobed and tuneless, all tlie woods will stand; 

While the chained streams are silent sis th^ grooodi 
As Death had numb'd them \tith hii^ icy hand. 

Vet when the warm, lioft winds shall rise in spnngf 
Like struggling daybeams o'er a blasted heathy 

Thp bird retum'd shall poise \v«t %Q\^««vHi\ns|^ 
Aiid liberal Nature bte A \\» «w3^ ^^ \>«^iiB- 
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So, when the tomb's dull silence finds an endf 
The blessed dead to endless youth shall rise ; 

And hear th* archangel's thrilling summons blend 
Its tone with anthems from the upper skies. 

There shall the good of earth be found at last, 
Where dazzling streams and vernal fields expand 

Where Love her crown attains — ^her trials past— 
And, fill'd with rapture, hails the " better land!'' 



THI lARLT DEAD. 



**Wh7 mourn for the young? Better that the liffht cloud 
should fade away in the morning's breath, than travel thiou^ 
the weary day, to gather in darkness, and end in stomL** — Boii> 



If it be sad to mark the bow'd with age 
Sink in the halls of the remorseless tomb, 

Closing the changes of life's pilgrimage 
In the still darkness of its mouldering gloom ; 

Oh ! what a shadow o'er the heart is flung, 

When peals the requiem of the loved and yomig! 

They to whose bosoms, like the dawn of spring 
To the unfolding bud and scented rose. 

Comes the pure freshness age can never bring, 
And fills the spirit with a rich repose. 

How shall we lay them in their final rest 1 

How pile the clods upon their wasting breast! 

Life openeth brightly to their ardent gaze ; 

A glorious pomp sits on the gorgeous sky ; 
O'er the broad world Hope's smile incessant plays. 

And scenes of beauty win the enchanted eye : 
How sad to break the vision, and to fold 
Each lifeless form in earth's embracing mould ! 

Yet this is life ! To mark from day to day, 
Youth, in the freshness of its morning prime, 
Pass, like the anthem o( a-Y^ieeT.^ wi^Y, 
Sinking in waves ol T>eaX\i et^ ci\3fflK!?LVi'\Nsaft\ 
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Ere yet dark years on the warm cheek had shed 
Autumnal mildew o'er its roselike red ! 

And yet what mourner, though the pensive eye 
Be dimly thoughtful in its burning tears, 

But should with rapture gaze upon the sky, [reers! 
Through whose far depths the spirit's wing ca^ 

There gleams eternal o'er their ways are flung, 

Who fade from earth while yet their years are young ! 



DEATH OF THB FIRSTBORN. 

*<A1i! welaway! most angel-like of face, 
A childe, young in his pure innocence. 
Tender of limbes, God wrote, full guiltelesft, 
The goodly faire that iieth here speecheless. 

A mouth he has, but words hatn he none ; 
Cannot complain, alas ! for none outrage, 

Nor grutcheth not« but lies here, aU alone, 
Still as a lambe, most meke of his visage : 
What hearte of stele could do to him damage. 
Or suffer him die, beholding the manere. 
And looke benigne of his tweine eyen cleref^ 

Lydoatb. 

YoijNO mother, he is gone ! 
His dimpled cheek no more will touch thy breast ; 

No more the music-tone 
Float from his lips, to thine all fondly press'd ; 
His smile and happy laugh are lost to thee : 
Earth must his mother and his pillow be. 

His was the morning hour ; 
And he hath pass'd in beauty from the day, 

A bud, not yet a flower, 
Tom, in its sweetness, from the parent spray : 
The death-wind swept him to his soft repose, 
As frost, in springtime, blights the early rosb: 

Never on earth again 
Will his rich accents charm thy listening ear^ 

Like some iEolian bIt^h, 
Breathing at eventide serene vcA ^vt\ 
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The world to its foundation shook, 
The grisly bear his prey forsook, 
The scowling heaven an aspect bore 
That man had never seen before ; 
The wolf in terror fled away, 
And shone at last the light of day. 

Twas here he stood ; these lakes attest 
Where first Waw-kee-an's footsteps press'd* 
About his burning brow a cloud, 

Black as the raven's wing, he wore ; 
Thick tempests wrapp'd him like a shroud. 

Red lightnings in his hand he bore ; 
Like two bright suns his eyeballs shone. 
His voice was like the cannon's tone ; 
And, where he breathed, the land became, 
Prairie and wood, one sheet of flame. 
Not lonff upon this mountain height 

The first and worst of storms abode, 
^or, moving in his fearful might, 

Abroad the God-begotten strode. 
Afar, on yonder faint blue mound. 
In the horizon's utmost bound. 
At the first stride his foot he set ; 

The jarring world confessed the shock. 
Stranger ! the track of Thunder yet 

Remains upk>n the living rock. 
The second step, he gain'd the sand 
On far Superior's storm-beat strand : 
Then with his shout the concave rang, 
As up to heaven the giant sprung 

On high, beside his sire to dwell ; 
But still, of all the spots on earth, 
He loves tKe woods that gave him birth.—' 

Such is the tale our fathers teU. 
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Willis GxTLOBit Olahk. 



HsBi the lamented dead in dust shall lie, 

Life's lingering languors o'er, its labours done; 
"Where waving boughs, betwixt Uie earth and sky. 

Admit the fareweU radiance of the sun. 
Here the long concourse from the murmuring towiii 

With funeral pace and slow, shall enter in; 
To lay the loved in tranouU silence dovm, 

No more to sufTer, and no more to sin. 
Ani in this hsUovV'd spot, where Nature ahowen 

Her summer smiles from fair and stainless skie^' 
Affection's hand may strew her dewy Sowers, 

Whose fragrant incenss from the grave shall rise. 
And here the impressive stone, engraved with wordc^ 

Wliich grief sententious gives to marble pale. 
Shall teach the heart; while waters.leaves.audlMTdB 

Make cheerfill music in the passing gale. 
Say, wherefore should we weep, and wherefore pOQT 

^ scented airs the unavailing sigh — 
While sun-bright waves are quivering to the shore,. 

Andlandscapesblooming — that theloved must dlef 
There ia an emblem in this peaceful scene : 

Soon rainbow colours on the woods will fdl ; 
And autumn gusts bereave the hiUa of green, 

As sinks the year to meet its cloudy paU. 
Then, cold and pale, in distant vistas rotind, 

Disrobed and tuneless, all the woods will stand ; 
While (he chaln'd streams are silent as ibb groon^ 

As Death had numb'd them With hid ley hknd. 
Vet when the warm, Soft winds shall rise in sprinf^ 

Like struggling daybealns o'er a blasted heathj 
The bird retum'd shsJl poise her golden wins, 

Atid lilMntl Nature break the spell of Death; 
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So, when the tomb's dull silence finds an end. 
The blessed dead to endless youth shall rise ; 

And hear th* archangePs thrilling summons blend 
Its tone with anthems from the upper skies. 

There shall the good of earth be found at last. 
Where dazzling streams and vernal fields expand 

Where Love her crown attains — ^her trials past — 
And, fill'd with rapture, hails the " better land!" 



THE BARLT DEAD. 



**Whj mourn for the yoiing? Better that the Hffht cloud 
shoald /ade away in the morning's breath, than traTel throog^ 
the weary day, to gather in darkness, and end in storm.*' — BoL- 



If it be sad to mark the bow'd with age 
Sink in the halls of the remorseless tomb, 

Closing the changes of life's pilgrimage 
In the still darkness of its mouldering gloom ; 

Oh ! what a shadow o'er the heart is flung, 

When peals the requiem of the loved and yonngt 

They to whose bosoms, like the dawn of spring 
To the unfolding bud and scented rose. 

Gomes the pure freshness age can never bring. 
And fills the spirit with a rich repose. 

How shall we lay them in their final rest t 

How pile the clods upon their wasting breast I 

Life openeth brightly to their ardent gaze ; 

A glorious pomp sits on the gorgeous sky ; 
O'er the broad world Hope's smile incessant plays. 

And scenes of beauty win the enchanted eye : 
How sad to break the vision, and to fold 
Each lifeless form in earth's embracing mould ! 

Yet this is life ! To mark from day to day. 
Youth, in the freshness of its morning prime. 

Pass, like tiie anthem of a breeze away. 
Sinking in waves of Death ere chilli by Time I 
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And yet what mourner, thou^ the pensive eye 
Be ^mly thoughtful in its burning tears, 

But ahould with rapture gaze upon the skj, [reers! 
Thnmgh whose far depths the spirit's wing ca- 

There gleams etetnal o'er their ways are flung. 

Who fade from earth while yet their years are young t 



"Ah I w«iiway! nioit nngel-likaofbc^ 
A childe, Toang in bis pura inooceaca. 
Tender of limbee, Qod wrote, full guiltalMC, 
The goodly faire that lietb here ■peecheleu. 

A moutb he hu, but words hitti he none ; 
Cuinot complain, bIbi I Tor none outnga, 

Nor gmtctieth not. but lies here, >U kIoM, 
Stilt u ■ lambe, mott meke of hia nMge ; 
What hearts of atele could do to him dunage, 
Or auBer bim die, beboldios the nunere, 
And looke benigna of bit tweineeyen clerat" 

Yoinra mother, he is gone ! 
His dimpled cheek no more will touch thy breast ; 

No more the music-tone 
Float from his lips, to thine all fondly presa'd ; 
His smile and happy laugh are lost to thee : 
Earth must his mother and his pillow be. 

His was the morning hour ; 
And he hath pass'd in beauty from the day, 

A bud, not yet a flower, 
Tom, in its sweetness, from the parent spray; 
The deatb-wind swept him to his soft repose. 
As ftost, in springtime, blights the early rasb. 

Never on earth again 
Will his rich accents charm thy listening ear, 

Like some .Xolian strain, 
Breathing at eventide serene and clear; 
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His voice is choked in dust, and on his eyes 
The unbroken seal of peace and silence lies. 

And from thy yearning heart, 
Whose inmost core was warm with love for hiniy 

A gladness must depart, 
And those kind eyes with many tears be dim ; 
While lonely memories, an unceasing train. 
Will turn the raptures of the past to pain. 

Yet, mourner ! while the day 
Rolls like the darkness of a funeral by, 

And Hope forbids one ray 
To stream athwart the grief-discolour'd sky ; 
There breaks upon thy sorrow's evening gloom, 
A trembUng lustre from beyond the toim). 

'Tis from the Better Land ! 
There, bathed in radiance that around them springs, 

Thy loved one's wings expand ; 
As with the choiring cherubim he sings, 
And all the glory of that God can see, 
Who said, on earth, to children, " Come to me.'' 

Mother, thy child is bless'd : 
And though his presence may be lost to thee. 

And vacant leave thy breast. 
And miss'd, a sweet load from thy parent knee ; 
Though tones famiUar from thine ear have pass'di 
Thouli meet thy firstborn with his Lord at last. 



Albsrt Piks. 

TO SPRING. 



Oh thou delicious Spring ! 
Nursed in the lap of thin and subtle showers. 

Which fall from clouds that lift their snowy wing 
From odorous beds of light-infolded flowers. 
And from enmass'd bowers. 
That over grassy walks their greenness fling. 
Come, gentle Spring ! 
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Thou lover of young wind, 
That cometh from the invisible upper sea [bind, 
Beneath the sky, which clouds, its white foam. 
And, settling in the trees deliciously, 

Makes young leaves dance with glee, 
Even in the teeth of that old sober hind, 
Winter unkind. 

Come to us ; for thou art 
Like the fine love of children, gentle Spring! 

Touching the sacred feeling of the heart. 
Or like a virgin's pleasant welcoming; 
And thou dost ever bring 
A tide of gentle but resistless art 
Upon the heart. 

Red Autumn from the south 
Contends with thee ; alas ! what may he show! 

What are his purple-stain'd and rosy mouth, 
And browned cheeks, to thy soft feet of snow. 
And timid, pleasant glow, 
Giving earth-piercing flowers their primal growth. 
And greenest youth 1 

Gay Summer conquers thee ; 
And yet he has no beauty such as thine : 
What is his ever-streaming, fiery sea, 
To the pure glory that with thee doth shine ! 
Thou season most divine. 
What may his dull and lifeless minstrelsy 
Compare with thee 1 

Come, sit upon the hills, 
And bid the waking streams leap down their side, 

And green the vales with their slight-sounding rills; 
And when the stars upon the sky shall glide. 
And crescent Dian ride, 
I too will breathe of thy delicious thrills, 
On grassy hills. 
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Alas ! bright Spring, not long 
Shall I enjoy thy pleasant influence ; 

For thou Shalt me the summer heat among, 
Sublimed to vapour in his fire intense, 
And, gone for ever hence. 
Exist no more : no more to earth belong, 
Except in song. 

So I who sing shall die : 
Worn unto death, perchance, by care and sorrow; 

And, fainting thus with an unconscious sigh. 
Bid unto this poor body a good-morrow. 

Which now sometimes I borrow, 
And breathe of joyance keener and more h'g ^ 
Ceasing to sigh ! 



H. T. TUOXBBMAN. 

TBI-MOUNTAIir. 



Through Timers dim atmosphere, behold 

Those ancient hills again, 
Rising to Fancy's eager view 

In sohtude, as when 
Beneath the summer firmament. 

So silently of yore. 
The shadow of each passing dond 

Their rugged bosoms bore ! 

They sloped in pathless grandeur then 

Down to the murmuring sea. 
And rose upon the woodland plain 

In lonely majesty. 
The breeze, at noontide, whisper'd soft 

Their emerald knolls among. 
And midnight's wind, amid their heights. 

Its wildest dirges sung. 
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As on their brow the forest king 

Panaed in his weary way, 
From far below hia quick oar caught 

The moaning of the bay. 
The dry leaves, fann'd by Autumn's breath, 

Along their ridges crept ; 
And snow-wreaths, hke storm-whiten'd waves. 

Around them rudely swept. 

For ages, o'er their swelling sides. 

Grew the wild flowers of Spring, 
And stars smiled down, and dew-founts pourM 

Their gentle offering. 
The moonbeams play'd upon their peaks, 

And at their feet the tide ; 
And thus, like altar-mounts they stood. 

By nature sanctified. 

Now, when to mark their beacon forma 

The seaman turns his gaze, 
It quails, as roof, and spire, and donw 

Flash in the sun's bright rays. 
On those wild hills a thousand hoinei 

Are rear'd in proud array. 
And argosies float safely o'er 

That lone and isle-gemm'd bay. 

Those shadowy mounds, so long untrodi 

By countless feet are preas'd ; 
And hosts of loved ones meekly sleep 

Below their teeming breast. 
A world's unnumber'd voices float 

Within their narrow bound : 
Love's gentle tone, and traffic's hnm, 

And music's thrilling sound. 

There Liberty first found a tongue 

Beneath New-England's sky, 
And there her earliest martjrrs stood. 

And nerved themselves to die. 
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And long upon these ancient hills, 
By glory's light enshrined. 

May nse the dwellings of the free. 
The city of the mmd. 



Seba Smith. 



TffS MOTHBB PBB18HINO IN A 8NOW8TOKM. 

** In the year ld21, a Mrs. Blake perished in a snowstorm in 
the nighttime, while travelling over a spur of the Green Mount- 
ains in Vermont. She had an infant with her, which was found 
alive and well in the morning, being carefully wrapped in the 
mother^ dothmg." 

Thk cold winds swept the mountain's height. 

And pathless was the dreary wild, 
And mid the cheerless hours of night 

A mother wander'd with her child : 
As through the drifting snow she press'd. 
The bahe was sleeping on her breast. 

And colder still the winds did blow, 
And darker hours of night came on, 

And deeper grew the drifting snow : 
Her limbs were chilli, her strength was gone : 

" Oh, God !" she cried, in accents wild, 

" If I must perish, save my child !" 

She stripped her mantle from her breast, 

And bared her bosom to the storm, 
And round the child she wrapped the vest, 

And smiled to think her babe was warm. 
With one cold kiss one tear she shed. 
And sunk upon her snowy bed. 

At dawn a traveller passed by. 

And saw her 'neath a snowy veil ; 
The frost of death was in her eye, 

Her cheek was cold, and hard, and pale j 
He moved the robe from off the child. 
The babe look'd up and sweetly smiled ! 
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MiAH Cliavelamd. 



How beauteous in the glowing west, 

Thoae thousand- tinted isles that float ; 
On the broad sea of light they rest, 

Or pass to lovelier realms rooiote. 
Methinks it were a bliss to roam '^ 

Where those far fields in beauty lie ; 
Methinlis there were a welcome home 

In the soft clime of yonder sky. 
On some bright, sunny cloud, I'd build 

My palace in the verge of heaven ; 
On marble fix it firm, aud gild 

Its cornices with gold of even. 
From amethystine beds I'd draw 

My blocks to shape its swelliog dome ; 
Here should you trace the old Doric law, 

There the Corinthian grace of Rome. 
In avenues of enchanting sweep, 

Broad oaks and towering elms should staDd 
Blue lakes in placid stillness sleep, 

And currents roll o'er silver sand. 
Perchance, to animate the scene. 

Beyond the reach of art and gold. 
Some spirit, whose seraphic mien 

Should wear no trace of earthly mould, 
Crowning each hope, might cheer my eyes 

With beauty, and with love my heart, 
Aud to my sky-hung Paradise 

Its last and loveliest charm impart. 

The day, with her, more calm, more brigM^ 
Would lltt on siUien wing away ; 

With her, the dark and drowsy night 
Seem soft and cheerful as the day. 
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Pensive we'd rove where scarce a ray 
Pierces the dun overhanging shade, 

Or, arm in arm, delighted stray 
Through flowery lawn and emerald glade. 

The joys of high, soul-kindling thought ; 

Sweet converse at the twilight hour ; 
The pleasures of a life, untaught 

To pant for wealth or sigh for power ; 

The calm delights of lettered ease ; 

Of virtuous toil the peaceful rest : 
Who finds his bliss in such as these, 

How truly wise, how deeply bless'd ! 

Of joy, on earth or in the skies. 
But one perennial spring is found ; 

J}6ep jn the soul that fountain lies. 
And Sd¥wr8 of Eden fringe it round. 



William D. Gallaheb. 

AUGUST. 

*' The quiet Au^st noon has come ; 
A slumberous silence fills the sky ; 
The winds are still, the trees are dumb, 
In glassy sleep the waters lie." Bktamt. 

Dust on thy mantle ! dust, 
JBright Summer, on thy livery of green ! 
A tarnish, as of rust, 
Dimmeth thy brilliant sheen : 
/Lnd the young glories — ^leaf, and bud, and flower. 
Change cometh o'er them with every hour. 

These hath the August sun 
Look'd on with hot, and fierce, and brassy face : 
And still atid lazily run. 
Scarce whispering in their pace, 
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The half-dried rivulets, that lately sent 
A shout of gladness up, as on they went. 

Flame-like, the long midday, 
With not so much of sweet air as hath stirred 

The down upon the spray. 

Where rests the pantmg bird, 
Dozing away the hot and tedious noon, 
With fitful twitter, sadly out of tune. 

Seeds in the sultry air, 
And gossamer webwork on the sleeping treea f 
E^en the tall pines, that rear 
Their plumes to catch the breeze, 
The slightest breeze from the unfruitful West, 
Partake the general languor and deep rest. 

Happy, as man may be. 
Stretched on his back, in homely beanvine bowery 
While the voluptuous bee 
Robs each surrounding flower, 
And prattling childhood clambers o^er his breaat. 
The husbandman enjoys his noonday rest. 

Against the mazy sky. 
Motionless rests the thin and fleecy cloud, 
Lee, such have met thine eye, 
And such thy canvass crowd ! 
And, painter, ere it from thy easel goes, 
With the sky's light, and shade, and warmth it glowi. 

Thy pencil, too, can give 
Form to the glowing images that throng 

The poet's brain, and live 

For ever in his song. 
Glory awaits thee, gifted one ! and Fame 
High in Art's temple shall inscribe thy name. 

Soberly, in the shade. 
Repose the patient cow and toilwora ox ; 
Or in the shoal stream 'wade, 
Sheltered by jutting rocks : 
Cc9 
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The fleecy flock, fly-scourged and restless, nidi 
Madly from fence to fence, from bosh to bush. 

" "Slew^ now, along the plain, 
Creeps the cool shaife, and on the meadow's edge : 
The kine are forth again, 
The bird flits in the hedge ; 
Now in the molten west sinks the hot smi. 
Welcome, mild eve ! the sultry day is done. 

Pleasantly eomest thou, 
Dew of the evening, to the crispM-up grass ; 

And the curled comblades bow 

As the light breezes pass, 
That their parched lips may feel thee, and expand, 
lliou sweet reviver of the fever'd land. 

So to the thirsting soul 
Cometh the dew of the Amiighty's love ; 

And the scathed heart, made whole, 

Tumeth in joy above, 
To where the spirit freely may expand. 
And rove untrammell'd in that " better land.** 



Elizabeth Park. 

80BNK FROM <^ MIRUM." 



[Etqfhas, a young Raman and a Christian, appears he* 
fore Piso, a persecutor of the Christians at Rome^ to 
demand the liberation of kis father Thraseno, who is 
in prison on account of his faith. He informs him 
that Paulus, the son ofPiso, who had become enamour^ 
ed of Miriam, the sister of Euphas, is in the hands of 
the Christians, and proposes to give him up in eas 
change for Thiraseno, The dialogue thusproceedi t 

Euphas, Let me but die 

First of thy victims-* 
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Piso. Would that among them — 

Where is the sorceress 1 I fain would see 
The beauty that hath witched Rome's noblest youth. 

Euphas. Hers is a face thou never wilt behold. 

Piso. I will. 

On her— on her shall fall my worst revenge ; 
And I will know what foul and magic arts — 

[Miriam glides in. A pause. 
Beautiful shadow ! in this hour of wrath, 
What dost thou here ? In life thou wert too meek. 
Too gentle for a lover stem as I. 
And, since I saw thee last, my days have been 
Deep steeped in sin and blood ! What seekest thou f 
I have grown old in strife, and hast thou come, 
With thy dark eyes and their soul-searching glances 
To look me into peace ? It cannot be. 
Go back, fair spirit, to thine own dim realms ! 
He whose young love thou didst reject on earth, 
May tremble at this visitation strange. 
But never can know peace or virtue more ! 
Thou wert a Christian, and a Christian dog 
Did win thy precious love. 1 have good cause 
To hate and scorn the whole detested race ; 
And till I meet that man, whom most of all 
My soul abhors, will 1 go on and slay ! 
Fade, vanish, shadow bright ! In vain that look ! 
That sweet, sad look ! My lot is cast in blood ! 

JUKriam. Oh, say not so 1 

Piso. The voice that won me first ! 

Oh, what a tide of recollections rush 
Upon my drowning soul ! my own wild love — 
Thy scorn — the long, long days of blood and guilt 
That since have left their footprints on my fate ! 
The dark, dark nights of fever'd agony. 
When, mid the strife and struggling of my dreams, 
The ^ods sent thee at times to hover round, 
Bringing the memory of those peaceful days 
When I beheld thee first ! But never yet 
Before my waking eyes hast thou ai^[>ear'd 
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Distinct and visible as now ! Spirit ! 
What wouldst thou have ? 

Miriam, Oh, man of guilt and wo! 

Thine own dark phantasies are busy now, 
Lending unearthly seeming to a thing 
Of earth, as thou art ! 

Piso. How ! Art thou not she t 

I know that face ! I never yet beheld 
One like to it among earth's loveliest. 
Why dost thou wear that semblance, if thou art 
A thing of mortal mould ? Oh, better meet 
The wailing ghosts of those whose blood doth clog 
My midnight dreams, than that half-pitying eye ! 
..Jlftrwrn. Thou art a wretched man ! and 1 do feel 
Pity-BV'* for the suff' ring guilt hath brought. 
But from the quiet grave I have not come, 
Nor from the shadowy confines of the world 
Where spirits dwell, to haunt thy midnight hour. 
The disimbodied should be passionless. 
And wear not eyes that swim in earth-bom tears, 
As mine do now ! Look up, thou conscience-stnick ! 

Ptso, Off! off! She touched me with her damp, 
cold hand ! 
But 'twas a hand of flesh and blood ! Away ! 
Come thou not near me till I study thee. 

Miriam. Why are thine eyes so fix'd and wildf 
thy lips 
Convulsed and ghastly white ? Thine own dark sins, 
Vexing thy soul, have clad me in a form 
Thou dar'st not look upon — I know not why. 
But I must speak to thee. Mid thy remorse, 
And the unwonted terrors of thy soul, 
I nmst be heard, for God hath sent me here. 

Piso, Who, who hath sent thee here t 

Miriam. The Christianas God, 

The God thou knowest not. 

Piso, Thou art of earth! 

I see the rose-tint on thy pallid cheek, 
Which was not there at first; it kindles fast i 
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Say on. Although I dare not meet that eye, 
I hear thee. 

Miriam. He hath given me strength, 
And led me safely through the broad lone streets, 
Ev'n at the midnight hour ! My heart sunk not ; 
My noiseless foot paced on unfaltering 
Through the long colonnades, where stood aloft 
Pale gods and goddesses on either hand, 
Bending their sightless eyes on me ! by cool fountSy 
Waking with ceaseless plash the midnight air ! 
Through moonlit squares, where, ever and anon, 
Flashed from some dusky nook the red torchlight. 
Flung on my path by passing reveller. 
And He hath brought me here before thy face ; 
And it was He who smote thee even now 
With a strange, nameless fear. 

Piso. Girl! name it not. 

I deem'd I looked on one whose bright young face 
First glanced upon me mid the shining leaves 
Of a green bower in sunnv Palestine, 
In my youth's prime ! I knew the dust, 
The grave's corroding dust, had soiFd 
That spotless brow long since. A shadow fell 
Upon the soul that never yet knew fear. 
But it is past. Earth holds not what I dread ; 
And what the gods did make me am I now. 
What seekest thou ? 

Euphas, Miriam ! go thou hence. 

Why shpuldst thou die ? 

Miriam. Brother ! 

Piso. Ha ! is this so ! 

Now, by the gods ! — Bar, bar the gates, ye slaves ' 
If they escape me now — Why this is good ! 
I had not dream'd of hap so glorious. 
His sister! she that beguiled my son ! 

luRriam. Peace ? 

Name not with tongue unhallow'd love like ours. 

Piso. Thou art A^ image ; and the mystery 
Confounds my purposes. Take other form, 
Foul sorceress, and I will baffle thee ! 
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Miriain, I have uo other fonn than this God gave ; 
And he already hath stretch'd forth his hand, 
And touch'd it for the grave. 

Piso, It 18 most strange. 

Is not the air around her full of spells ? 
Give me the son thou hast seduced ! 

Miriam, Piso ! 

Thy son hath seen me, loved me, and hath won 
A heart too prone to worship noble things. 
Although of earth ; and he, alas ! was earth's ! 
I strove, I pray'd in vain ! In all things else 
I might have stirr'd his souFs best purposes. 
Butforthe pure and cheering faith of Christ, 
There^^as^iio entrance in that iron soul. 
And I — amid such hopes, despair arose, 
And laid a withering hand upon my heart. 
I feel it yet ! We parted ! Ay, this night 
We met to meet no more. 

Euphas, Sister ! my tears— 

They choke my words — else— 

Miriam, Euphas, thou wert wroth 

When there was little cause ; I loved thee more. 
Thy very frowns in such a holy cause 
Were beautiful. The scorn of virtuous youth. 
Looking on fancied sin, is noble. 

Piso, Maid ! 

Hath then my son withstood thy witchery, 
And on this ground ye parted 1 

Miriam, It is so. 

Alas ! that I rejoice to say it. 

Piso, Nay, 

Well thou mayst, for it hath wrought his pardon. 
That he had loved thee would have been a sin 
Too full of degradation — infamy, 
Had not these cold and aged eyes themselves 
Beheld thee in thy lovehness ! And yet, bold gill! 
Think not thy Jewish beauty is the spell 
That works on one grown old in deeds of blood. 
I have look'd calmly on when eyes as bright 
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Were drown'd in tears of bitter agony, 
When forms as full of grace and pride, perchance, 
Were writhing in the sharpness of their pain, 
And cheeks as fair were mangled — 

Euphas, Tyrant! cease 

Wert thou a fiend, such brutal boasts as these 
Were not for ears like hers I 

Miriam, I tremble not. 

He spake of pardon for his guiltless son, 
And that include th life for those 1 love. 
What need 1 more 1 

Euphas, Let us go hence. Piso ! 

Bid thou thy myrmidons unbar the gates, 
That shut our friends from light and air. 

Piso, Not yetf 

My haughty boy, for we have much to say 
Ere you two pretty birds go free. Chafe not ! 
Ye are caged close, and can but flutter here 
Till I am satisfied. 
Miriam. How ! hast thou changed— 

Piso, Nay ; but I must detain ye till I ask — 
Miriam. Detain us if thou wilt. But look — 
Piso. At whatf 

Miriam. There, through yon western arch! the 
moon sinks low. 
The mists already tinge her orb with blood. 
Methinks I feel the breeze of morn ev'n now. 
Know'st thou the hour ? 

Piso, I do : but one thing more 

I fain would know ; for, after this wild night, 
Let me no more behold you. Why didst thou. 
Bold, dark-hairM boy, wear in those pleading eyety 
When thou didst name thy boon, an earnest look 
That fell familiar on my soul 1 And thou, 
The lofty, calm, and oh ! most beautiful ! 
Why are not only that soul-searching glance. 
But ev'n thy features and thy silver voice 
So like to hers I loved long years ago, 
Beneath Judea's palms 1 Whence do ye come ! 
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Miriam. For me, I bear my own dear mother's 
Her eye, her form, her very voice are mine, [brow ; 
So, in his tears, my father oft hath said. 
We Uved beneath Judea^s shady palms 
Until that saintUke mother faded, droopM, 
And died. .Then hither came we o'er the waves, 
And till this night have worshipp'd faithfully 
The one, true, living God, in secret peace. 

Piso. Thou art her child ! I could not harm thea 
Oh, wonderful ! that things so long forgot — [now. 
A love I thought so crushed and trodden down, 
Ev'n by the iron tread of passion wild — 
Ambition, pride, and, worst of all, revenge — 
Revenge, that hath shed seas of Christian blood ! 
To think this heart was once so waxen soft. 
And then congealed so hard, that naught of all 
Which hath l^en since could ever have the pow'r 
To wear away the ima^e of that girl — 
That fair young Christian girl ! 'Twas a wild love! 
But I was young, a soldier in strange lands, 
And she, in very gentleness, said nay 
So timidily, I hoped — until, ye gods ! 
She loved another ! Yet I slew him not ! 
I fled ! Oh, had I met him since ! 

Euphas, Sister ! 

The hours wear on. 

Piso. Ye shall go forth in joy — 

And take with you yon prisoners. Send my son. 
Him whom she did not bear — ^home to these armia. 
And go ye out of Rome with all your train. 
I wilTslied blood no more ; for I have known 
What sort of peace deep-glutted vengeance brings. 
My son is brave, but of a gentler mind 
Than I have been. His eyes shall never more 
Be grieved with sight of sinless blood pour'd forth 
From tortured veins. Go forth, ye gentle two ! 
Children of her who might perhaps have pour'd 
Her own meek spirit o'er my nature stern. 
Since the bare image of her buried charms, 
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Soft gleaming from your youthful brows, hath pow^T 
To stir my spirit thus ! But go y^ forth ! 
Ye leave an aljter'd and a milder man 
Than him ye sought. T-eH Panlas tlds, 
To quicken his young steps. 

Mmam. Now may the peace 

That follows just and worthy deeds be thine ! 
And may deep laruths be bom, mid thy lemorse, 
In the recesses of thy soul, to make 
That soul ev^n yet a shrine of holiness. 

Euphas, Piso! how shall we pass yon steekdad 
Keepmg stem vigil round the dungeon gate ? {raen* 

JPiso, Take ye my well-known ring— -and hero— 
the list — 
Ay, this is it, methinks : show these — Gveal jgodsf 

Euphas, What is there on you scroll which shakes 
him thus 1 

Miriam, A name, at w^ich he points ^th stifTmof 
And eyeballs fqll of wrath ! Alas ! alas ! O^^aao, 
I guess too well. My toother, droop thou not. 

Piso. Your father, did ye eay % Wi« it Am life 
Ye came to beg ? 

Miriam' His life : but not sdone 

The life so dear to us ; for he hath friends 
Sharing his fetters and his final doom. 

Piso, Little reck I of them. Tell me his namaf 

[Apcnue, 
Speak, boy ! or I ¥rill tear thee pieeemealf 

Miriam. Stajl 

Stem son of violence ! the name thou askest 
Is — Thraseno ! 

Piso. Did I net know it, girl ? 

Now, by the gods ! had I not been entranced, 
I sooner had conjectured this. Foul name I 
Thus dp I tear tnee out — and even thus 
Rend wi^ my teeth. Oh rage ! ^le wedded hiili| 
And ever since that hated name hath been 
"^'"j^ice of serpent? in mine ear ! But now— 
' **" * ^'^t% Here is your list I «»d^SL^ 
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Ay, every one whose name is here set down. 
Will my good guard release to you I 

illtruvn. Pisoi 

In mercy mock as not! children of her 
Whom thou didst love— 

Piso. Ay, maid! but ye are to 

Whom I do hate ! That chord is broken now-« 
Its music hush'd ! Is she not in her grave. 
And he within my grasp I 

Miriam, Where is thy peace, 

Thy penitence I 

Piso. Fled all ; a moonbeam brief 

Upon a stormy sea. That magic name 
Hath roused the wild, loud winds again. Begone ! 
Save whom ye may. 

Miriam, Piso ! I go not hence 

Until my father's name be on this scroU. 

Piso. Take root, then, where thou art ! for, by dark 
1 swear— [Styx, 

Miriam, Nay, swear thou not till I am heard. 
Hast thou forgot thy son ? 

Piso, No ! let him die. 

So that I have my long-deferr'd revenge ! 
Thy lip grows pale ! Art thou not answerM now! 

Miriam, Deep horrors fall upon me ! Can it be 
Such demon spirits dwell on earth ? 

Piso. Maiden ! 

While thou art safe, go hence ; for, in his might, 
The tiger wakes within me ! 

Miriam, Be it so. 

He can but rend me where I stand. And here. 
Living or dying, will I raise my voice 
In a firm hope ! The God that brought me here 
Is round me in the silent air. On me 
Falleth the influence of an unseen Eye ! 
^nd, in the strength of secret, eai^iest pnnr'r, 
This awful consciousness doth nerve my frame. 
Thou man of evil and ungovem'd soul ! 
My Either thou mayst slay ! flamesi. w^' 
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From heaven to scorch and wither thee ! The eart 
Will ope not underneath thy feet ! and peace, 
Mock, hollow, seeming peace, may shadow still 
Thy home and hearth ! But deep within thy breai 
A fierce, consuming fire shall ever dwell. 
Each night shall ope a gulf of horrid dreams 
To swallow up thy soul. The Uvelong day 
That soul shall yearn for peace and quietness, 
As the hart panteth for the water brooks, 
And know that even in death is no repose ! 
And this shall be thy Ufe ! Then a dark hour 
Will surely come — 

Piso, Maiden, be warned ! All this 

I know. It moves me not. 

Miriam, ^ Nay, one thing more 

Thou knowest not. There is on all this earth-^ 
Full as it is of young and gentle hearts — 
One man alone that loves a wretch like thee : 
And he, thou sayst, must die ! All other eyes 
Do ^eet thee with a cold or wrathful look, 
Or, m the baseness of their fear, shun thine ; 
And he whose loving glance aloiie spake peace, 
Thou sayst must die in youth ! Thou know'st m 
The deep and bitter sense of loneliness, [yc 

The throes and achings of a childless heart. 
Which yet will all be thine ! Thou know'st not y< 
What 'tis to wander mid ihj spacious halls, 
And find them desolate ! wildly to start 
From thy deep musings at the distant sound 
Of voice or step like his, and sink back sick-« 
Ay ! sick at heart — with dark remembrances ! 
When, in his bright and joyous infancy. 
His laughing eyes amid thick curls sought thine, 
And his soft arms were twined around thy neck. 
And his twin rosebud lips just lisp'd thy name— 
Yet feel in agony 'tis but a dream ! 
Thou know'st not yet what 'tis to lead the van 
Of armies hurrying on to victory, 
Yet, in the pomp and glory of that hour, 
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Badly to miss the well-known snowy plume, 

Whereon thine eyes were ever proudly fix'd 

In battle-field ! to sit, at deep midnight, 

Alone within thy tent, all shuddering, 

When, as the curtain'd door lets in me breeze, 

Thy fancy conjures up the gleaming arms 

And bright young hero-face of him who once 

Had been most welcome there ! and, worst of all—- 

Piso. It is enough ! The gift of prophecy 
Is on thee, maid ! A pow'r that is not thine 
Looks out from that dilated, aw£d form — 
Those eyes, deep-flashing with unearthly light — 
And stills my soul. My Paulus must not die ! 
And yet, to give up thus tb/e boon-rrr 

Muigm* What boon % 

A boon of blood ? To him, the good old man, 
Death is not terrible, but only seems 
A dark, i^ort passage to a Isuid of light. 
Where, mid high ecstasy, he shall bdiold 
Th' unshrouded glories of hb Maker's face, 
And learn all mysteries, and gaze at last 
Upon th* ascended Prince, and never more 
Know grief Qr pain, or part from those he loves ! 
Y«t wiu his blood cry loudly from the dust. 
And bring deep vengeance on his murderer ! 

Pisp, Mv Paulus must not die ! Let me revc^yo— * 
Maiden ! tny words have sunk into my soul ; 
Yet would J ponder ere I thus lay down 
A purpose cherished in my inmost heart. 
That which hath been my dream by night, by ds^ 
My life's sole aim. Have I not deeply sworn. 
Long years ere thou wert bom, jth^t, should the gods 
E'er give }iim to my rage — and yet I pau9i9 ? 
Shall Christian vipers sting mine only son. 
And I not crush them into notUn^iess i 
Am I so pinionM, vain, and j^werless ? 
Woiky busy brain ! thy cunning must pot fail. 

TBI BUD. J^ 
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